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A  FEW  WORDS  TO  THE    READER. 


Reader  I  arc  you  an  honest,  good-humoured,  jolly, 
laughter-loving  fellow  ?  If  you  are,  my  boy,  here's  my 
Book  for  you  !  I  give  it  just  as  I  would  give  my  hand, 
andjirithee  take  it  kindly. 

If  I  was  born  a  Philosopher,  it  certainly  was  a  laugh- 
ins  one.  To  me,  mirth  has  ever  been  welcome  at  all 
times.  A  mellow  story — a  gay  song — a  flash  of  wit — a 
facetious  detail — a  bright  thought — an  eccentric  idea — 
a  vivacious  anecdote — and,  indeed,  all  such  risible  com- 
modities, are  never,  with  me,  out  of  season,  and  hence — 
Spring,  Summer,  Autumn,  and  Winter,  have  I  decked 
with  various  pleasantries. 

My  Volume  should  have  been  adorned  with  three  hun- 
dred and  sixty-five  wood-cuts,  which  I  had  myself 
designed,  but  the  Engravers  were  unable  to  execute 
them  from  laughing,  and  in  faith  I  could  not  blame  them. 

If  a  Book  is  to  be  estimated  by  the  time  which  has 
been  consumed  in  its  jyodnction,  this  J'olumc  is  inesti^ 
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mnhle !  During  its  progress  through  the  jyress,  the 
Printers  were  often  so  convulsed  rvitli  laughter  that 
apprehensions  were  felt  for  many  of  them  ;  and  a  ton  of 
burnt  feathers,  and  half  a  gallon  of  hartshorn,  were 
accordingly  furnished  by  "  The  Society  for  the 
Promotion  of  Jocularity,"  07i  a  statement  being  made 
to  its  General  Committee,  by  the  Secretary. 

Honest  Reader,  I  dread  one  thing — the  ineuitable 
dangers  of  a  Reprint  !  Too  small  an  Edition  has  been 
printed,  as,  notivithstanding  my  most  eloquent  re2'>Tesenta- 
iions,  I  could  not  prevail  on  my  Publishers  to  take  off 
more  than  thirty  thousand  copies,  which  limited  im- 
pression  will,  I  am  confident,  be  required  for  this 
Metropolis  alone ;  as,  in  this  quarter  of  the  Globe,  the 
breaking  open  of  a  new  Fun  Box  is  very  joroperly 
hailed  as  an  object  of  vital  importance  to  every  branch 
of  the  community. 
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Os  ihis  day  the  publishing  world  are  all  alive,  as 
new  Books,  nezv  IMagas^incs,  and  new  Newspapers 
issue  in  great  abundance  from  the  Press ; — those 
jylants  of  the  latter  genus  seem  to  vie  with  each 
other    in    /I'/gh-hrcd,    classical,    and  fine-drann 
pliraseology.     Indeed   it   must   1^   confessed,  that 
amongst   all    the   improvements   of  the  age,    none 
{)orhaps  are  more  striking  than  those  which  have 
recently    been   made,    and    indeed   are   at    present 
making,  in  the  language  of  ordinary  life.     Who  in 
these  days  ever  readsof  boarding-schools  ? — Nobody : 
"  they  are  transformed  into  "  academies  for  boys'' 
and  "  seminaries  for  jxirls  ;"   the  hieher  classes  are 
"  EstabUshmcnts  ,-"    a    coach-maker's    shop    is    a 
"  RepnsUorii  Jbr  Carnages  T  a  milliner's,  a  "  De- 
pot ,-"  a  thread-seller's,  an  "  Emporium.'"  One  buys 
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drugs  at  a  "  Medical  Hall,''''  wines  of  a  "  Company^'' 
and  shoes  at  a  "  Mart ;"  blacking  is  dispensed  from 
an  "  InstHidion^''  and  meat  from  a  "  Purveyor^'' 

Instead  of  reading  in  our  newspapers,  that  after 
a  ball  the  company  did  not  go  away  till  daylight, 
we  are  told  that  "  the  joyous  groupe  continued  trip- 
ping on  the  light  fantastic  toe  until  Sol  gave  them 
warning  to  depart."  If  one  of  the  company  hap- 
pened on  his  way  to  tumble  into  a  ditch,  we  should 
be  informed  that  "  his  foot  slipped,  and  he  was 
immersed  in  the  liquid  element."  A  good  supper 
is  described  as  making  the  "  tables  groan  with  every 
delicacy  of  the  season."  A  crowd  of  briefless  law- 
yers, unbeneficed  clergymen,  and  half-pay  officers, 
are  enumerated  as  a  "  host  of  fashion""  at  a  water- 
ing-place ;  where  we  are  also  informed  that  ladies, 
instead  of  taking  a  dip  before  breakfast,  "  plunge 
themselves  fearlessly  into  the  bosom  of  Neptune." 

A  sheep  killed  by  lightning  is  a  thing  unheard 
of:  the  animal  may  be  destroyed  by  the  "  electric 
fluid  ;"  but,  even  then,  we  should  not  be  told  that 
it  was  dead;  we  should  be  informed  that  "  the 
vital  spark  had  fled  for  ever."  If  the  carcass  were 
picked  up  by  a  carpenter  or  shoemaker,  we  never 
should  hear  that  a  journeyman  tradesman  had  found 
it :  we  should  be  told,  that  its  remains  had  been 
discovered  by  an  "  operative  artisan." 

All  little  girls,  be  their  faces  ever  so  plain,  pitted, 
or  pitiable,  if  they  appear  at  a  public  office  to  com- 
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plain  of  robbery,  or  ill-treatment,  are  invariably 
"  intelligent  and  interesting ;"  if  they  have  proceeded 
very  far  in  crime,  they  are  called  "  unfortunate 
females ;"  should  they  by  any  accident  have  a 
prospect  of  becoming  uiothers,  avc  are  informed 
"  that  they  are  in  a  way  that  ladies  wish  to  be  wlio 
love  their  lords.""'  Child-murder  is  elegantly  termed 
"  infanticide;"  and  when  it  is  punished  capitally, 
we  hear,  not  that  the  unnatural  mother  was  hanged, 
but  that  "  the  unfortunate  culprit  underwent  the 
last  sentence  of  the  law,  and  was  launched  into 
eternity."''' 

No  person  reads  in  the  newspapers,  that  a  house 
has  been  burnt  down  :  he  perhaps  will  find,  "  that 
the  house  fell  a  sacrifice  to  the  flames.*'"'  In  an  ac- 
count of  a  launch  we  learn,  not  that  a  ship  went  off 
the  slip  without  any  accident,  but  that  "  she  glided 
securely  and  majestically  into  her  native  element ;"'"' 
the  said  native  clement  being  one  in  which  the  said 
ship  never  was  before. 

To  send  for  a  surgeon  if  one"'s  leg  be  broken,  is 
out  of  the  question  ;  a  man  indeed  "  may  be  dis- 
jxatched  for  medical  aid."  There  are  now  no  public 
singers  at  tavern  dinners — they  are  "  the  professional 
gentlemen  ;""  and  actors  are  all  "  professors  of  the 
histrionic  art.""  Widows  themselves  are  scarce ;  these 
arc  all  "  interesting  relicts :"  and  as  for  nursery- 
maids, they  are  now-a-days  universally  transformed 
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into  "  young  persons  who  superintend  the  junior 
branches  of  the  family." 

1st— 119^. 

In  a  letter  of  this  date,  written  by  that  accom- 
plished Scot,  Sir  John  Dalrymple,  to  his  relative. 
Admiral  Dalrymple,  he  presents  a  very  entertain- 
ing picture  of  the  "Arcadian  sweets'"  vhich  too 
commonly  wait,  on  the  retirement  to  the  country  of 
individuals  whose  best  years  have  been  spent  amid 
the  busy  and  bustling  scenes  of  life. 

"  Cranstov^  January  1,  1792. 

"  My  dear  Sir, — You  asked  me  what  I  had 
been  doing  ?  To  the  best  of  my  memory,  what  has 
passed  since  I  came  home  is  as  follows : — 

"  Finding  the  roof  bad,  I  sent  slaters,  at  the  peril 
of  their  necks,  to  repair  it.  They  mended  three 
holes,  and  made  thirty  themselves. 

"  I  pulled  down  as  many  walls  round  the  house 
as  would  have  fortified  a  town.  This  was  in  summer; 
but  now  that  winter  is  come,  I  would  give  all  the 
money  to  put  them  up  again,  that  it  cost  me  to  take 
them  down. 

"  I  thoun-ht  it  would  mve  a  majj-nificent  air  to 
the  hall,  to  throw  the  passage  into  it.  After  it  was 
done,  I  went  out  of  town  to  see  how  it  looked.  It 
was  night  when  I  went  into  it ;  the  wind  blew  out 
the  candle,  from  the  over-size  of  the  room ;  upon 
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wliich  I  ordered  the  ])artition  to  be  built  up  again, 
that  I  niiiiht  not  die  of  cold  in  the  midst  of  summer! 

"  I  ordered  the  old  tiinber  to  be  thinned  ;  to 
which,  perhaps,  the  love  of  lucre  a  little  contributed. 
The  workmen,  for  every  tree  they  cut  down,  de- 
stroyetl  three,  by  letting  them  fall  on  each  other.  I 
received  a  momentary  satisfaction  from  hearing  that 
the  carpenter  I  employed  liad  cut  off  his  thumb  in 
felling  a  tree.  But  this  pleasure  was  soon  allayed, 
when,  upon  examining  his  measure,  I  found  that 
he  had  measured  false,  and  cheated  me  of  20  j^er 
cent. 

"  Remembering  with  a  pleasing  ~  complacency 
the  Watcombe  pigs,  I  paid  thirty  shillings  for  a 
sow  with  pigs,  and  my  wife  starved  them.     They 

ran  over  to  a  madman.  Lord ,  who  distrained 

them  for  damage  ;  and  the  mother,  with  ten  hely)less 
infants,  died  of  bad  usage. 

"  Loving  butter  uuich,  and  cream  more,  I  bought 
two  Dutch  cows,  and  had  plenty  of  both.  I  made 
my  wife  a  present  of  two  more :  she  learned  the 
way  to  market  for  tlieir  produce,  and  I  have  never 
got  a  bowl  of  cream  since. 

"  I  made  a  fine  hay-stack,  but  quarrelled  witii 
my  wife  as  to  the  manner  of  drying  the  hay  and 
building  the  stack.  The  hay-stack  took  fire,  by 
which  1  had  the  double  mortification  of  losinu;  mv 
hay,  and  finding  my  wife  hatl  more  sense  than 
nivself. 
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"  I  kept  no  plough,  for  which  I  thank  my  Ma- 
ker; because  then  I  must  have  wrote  this  letter 
from  a  jail. 

"  I  paid  JO.20  for  a  dung-hill,  because  I  was  told 
it  was  a  good  thing;  and  now  I  would  give  any 
body  20,9.  to  tell  me  what  to  do  widi  it. 

"  I  built  and  stocked  a  pigeon-house ;  but  the 
cats  watched  below,  and  the  hawks  hovered  above ; 
and  pigeon-soup,  roasted  pigeon,  or  cold  pigeon-pye, 
I  have  never  seen  since. 

"  I  fell  to  drain  a  piece  of  low  ground  behind 
the  house;  but  I  hit  upon  the  tail  of  the  rock,  and 
drained  the  well  of  the  house,  by  which  I  can  get 
no  water  for  my  victuals. 

"  I  entered  into  a  great  project  for  selling  lime, 
upon  a  promise  from  one  of  my  own  farmers  to  give  j 

me  land  oft'  his  farm ;  but  when  I  went  to  take  off 
my  ground,  he  laughed,  said  he  had  choused  the 
lawyer,  and  exposed  me  to  a  dozen  law-suits  for 
breach  of  bargains  which  I  could  not  perform. 

"  I  fattened  black  cattle  and  sheep;  but  could 
not  agree  with  the  butchers  about  the  price.  From 
mere  economy,  we  ate  them  ourselves,  and  almost 
killed  all  the  family  with  surfeits. 

"  I  brewed  much  beer ;  but  die  small  turned 
sour,  and  the  servants  drank  all  the  strong. 

"  I  found  a  ghost  in  the  house,  whose  name  was 
M'Alistcr,  a  pedlar,  that  had  been  killed  in  one  of 
the  rooms  at  the  top  of  the  house  two  centuries  ago. 
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No  servant  would  go  of  an  errand  after  die  sun  was 
set,  for  fear  of  M'Alistcr,  which  cbhged  me  to  send 
off'  one  set  of  my  servants.  Soon  after  the  house- 
keeper, your  old  friend  Mrs.  Browne,  died,  aged 
ninety  ;  and  then  the  belief  ran,  that  another  ghost 
was  in  the  house,  upon  which  many  of  the  new  set 
of  servants  begged  leave  to  quit  the  house,  and 
got  it. 

"  In  one  thing  only  I  have  succeeded  :  I  have 
quarrelled  with  all  my  neighbours ;  so  that,  with  a 
dozen  gentlemen's  seats  in  my  view,  I  stalk  along 
like  a  lion  in  a  desert. 

"  I  thought  I  should  have  been  happy  with  my 
tenants,  because  I  could  be  insolent  to  them  without 
their  being  insolent  to  me ;  but  they  paid  me  no 
rent  ;  and  in  a  few  daj's  I  siiall  have  above  one  half 
of  tlie  very  few  friends  I  have  in  the  country,  in  a 
prison. 

"  Such  being  the  pleasures  of  a  country  life,  I 
intend  to  quit  them  all  in  about  a  month,  to  submit 
to  the  mortification  of  spending  the  spring  in  Lon- 
don, where  I  am  happy  to  hear  that  j\Irs.  Dalrymple 
is  doing  well. 

"  Just  when  I  was  going  to  you  last   spring,  I 

received  a  letter  from  Bess,  that  she  was  dying.     I 

put  off"  my  journey  to  Watcombe,  and  almost  killed 

myself  with  posting  to   Scotland,   where  I  found 

madam  in  perfect  good  health. — Your';  always,  my 

dear  Jack, 

John  Dalrymple."" 
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4//i— 1821. 

The  "  leading  Journal  of  Europe,"  yclept  The 
Times,  this  day  contained  the  following  true  story 
of  a  Ghost ;  it  is  part  of  the  "  My  dear  first  Hus- 
band''''  system,  and  displays  the  conjugal  fidelity 
of  an  Irish  Ephesian  matron. 

Mr.  Samuel  Fisher,  the  inventor  of  the  golden 
Snuff\  was  acquainted  with  a  widow  lady  of  excellent 
character,  who  resided  in  Cork.  This  laxly  was 
inconsolable  for  the  death  of  her  husband  :  the  day 
was  spent  by  her  in  sighs  and  incessant  lamentations, 
and  her  pillow  at  night  was  moistened  with  the  tears 
of  her  sorrow.  Her  husband,  her  dear  husband, 
was  the  continual  theme  of  her  discourse  ;  and  she 
seemed  to  live  for  no  other  object  but  to  recite  his 
praises  and  deplore  his  loss.  One  morning,  her 
friend  Fisher  found  her  in  a  state  of  mental  agitation 
bordering  on  distraction.  Her  departed  love,  she 
said,  had  aj)peared.  to  her  in  the  night,  and  most 
peremptorily  ordered  her  to  enter  the  vault  where 
his  remains  were  deposited,  and  have  the  coffin 
opened.  Mr.  Fisher  remonstrated  with  her  on  the 
absurdity  of  the  idea ;  he  said  that  the  intensity 
of  her  sorrow  had  impaired  her  intellect ;  that  the 
phantom  was  the  mere  creature  of  her  imagination  ; 
and  begged  of  her,  at  least,  to  postpone  to  some 
future  ])eri()d  her  intended  visit  to  the  corpse  of  her 
husband.  The  lady  acquiesced  for  that  time  in  his 
request :  but  the  two  succeeding  mornings,  the 
angry  spirit  of  her  spouse  stood  at  her  bed-side. 
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ami,  with  loud  menaces,  repeated  his  command. 
Mr,  Fisher,  therefore, sent  to  the  sexton;  andmatters 
lx.'iiifr  arranged,  the  weeping  widow  and  her  friend 
attended  in  tlie  dismal  vault;  the  coffin  was  opened 
with  much  solemnity,  and  the  faithfid  matron  stooped 
down  and  kissed  the  clay-cold  lips  of  her  adored 
husband.  Having  reluctantly  parted  from  the 
beloved  corpse,  she  spent  the  remainder  of  the  day 
in  silent  anguish.  On  the  succeeding  morning, 
Fisher  (who  intended  to  sail  for  England  on  that 
day)  called  to  bid  his  afflicted  friend  adieu  !  The 
maid-servant  told  him  that  the  lady  had  not  yet 
arisen.  '•  Tell  her  to  get  up,",  said  Fisher ;  "  I 
wish  to  give  her  a  few  words  of  consolation  and 
advice  before  my  de]>arture.'"  "  Ah,  Sir  !"  said  the 
gmiling  girl,  "  it  v/ould  be  a  pity  to  disturb  the 
iiew-married  couple  so  early  m  the  morning !"" 
"  What  new-married  couple  .^"  "  My  mistress,  Sir, 
was  married  last  night  !"  "  IMarrled  !  impossible  ! 
what !  the  lady  who  so  adored  her  deceased  husband, 
who  was  visited  nightly  by  his  ghost,  and  who, 
yesterday,  so  fervently  kissed  his  corpse .''  Surely 
you  jest  .^"  "  Ah,  Sir,'"  said  the  maid,  "  my  late 
master,  poor  man,  on  his  death-bed,  made  my  mis- 
tress promise  that  she  would  never  n'.arry  any  man 
after  his  decease  till  he  and  she  should  meet  af^'lln 
(which  the  good  man,  no  doubt,  thought  would 
never  liappen  till  diey  met  in  heaven)  ;  and  vou 
know,  n)y  dear  Sir,  you  kindly  introduced  them  to 
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each  other,  face  to  face,  yesterday.  INIy  mistress, 
Sh',  sends  you  her  coniphments  and  thanks,  together 
with  tliis  bride-cake  to  distribute  among  your 
young  friends." 

The  following  morceaux  of  ana  are  too  piquant 
to  be  omitted  : — 

At  the  marriage  of  Louis  the  Sixteenth  with 
Antoinette,  in  1770,  a  dreadful  accident  occurred, 
l)y  which  a  thousand  people  lost  their  lives.  Among 
them  was  one  Legros,  a  ladies'"  hair-dresser,  of 
much  fame.  The  wife  of  Leo-ros  went  to  the  field 
of  the  slain  about  three  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
when  some  one  beffan  telling  her  the  fate  of  her 
husband  in  as  tender  a  manner  as  possible.  "  'Tis 
very  well/'^  said  she ;  "  but  I  must  feel  in  his 
pockets  for  the  keys  of  the  house,  or  else  I  cannot 
get  in  ;"  and  so  saying,  this  disconsolate  widow 
went  quietly  home  to  her  bed. 

Madame  GeofFrin  had  a  husband,  who  was  per- 
mitted to  sit  down  at  his  own  table  to  dinner,  at  the 
end  of  the  table,  upon  condition  that  he  never 
attempted  to  join  in  the  conversation.  A  foreigner, 
who  was  very  assiduous  in  his  visits  to  Madame 
Geoffrin,  one  day,  not  seeing  him  as  usual  at  table, 
enquired  after  him  : — "  What  have  you  done  with 
the  poor  man  whom  I  always  used  to  see  here,  and 
who  never  spoke  a  word  .^"  "  Oh,  that  was  my 
husband ;  he  is  dead  !" 
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7/A_1785. 

On  this  auspicious  morn,  a  remarkable  wedding 
was  solemnized  at  St.  James's,  Clerkenwell. 

A  woman,  about  forty,  who  had  been  blind  many 
years,  heard  a  young  man  (whose  apprenticeship 
to  a  shoemaker  had  lately  expired,)  at  work  in  her 
neighbourhood  from  early  in  the  morning  till  late 
every  evening ;  conceiving  a  favourable  opinion  of 
him  from  these  proofs  of  an  industrious  dis}X)sition, 
she  made  him  a  present  of  a  silver  watch  and  a 
suit  of  clothes ;  and  lent  him  ten  pounds,  the 
better  to  enable  him  to  carry  on  his  business.  Short- 
ly after,  he  called  on  his  benefactress,  informing 
iier,  that  having  received  offers  of  great  encou- 
ragement, he  was  preparing  to  set  out  for 
Leicestershire,  to  settle  there  among  his  friends ; 
adding,  that  he  would  exert  his  utmost  endeavours 
speedily  to  discharge  the  unsolicited  favours  she 
had  heaped  upon  him.  She  commended  liis  reso- 
lution ;  but  next  day  sued  out  a  writ,  which  being 
served  upon  him,  he  was  taken  to  a  lock-up  house. 
She  visited  him  in  his  confinement,  and  infm-med 
him  that  he  must  immediately  pay  the  money,  go 
to  prison,  or — marry  her  !  He  agreed  to  the  latter 
offer,  and  a  licence  was  procured  ;  but  he  was  de- 
tained in  custody  till  the  jiarties  proceeded  from 
the  lock-up  house  to  church,  wliere  the  officer 
who  had  executed  the  writ  upon  the  bridegroom 
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acted  as  father  to  the  bride,  who  was  possessed  of 
about  a  thousand  pounds. 

8th— \H0^. 

Father  O'Leary  died,  aged  72. 

"  I  had  the  pleasure  (said  that  amusing  veteran, 
Michael  Kelly,  in  his  Reminiscences)  to  be  intro- 
duced to  my  worthy  countryman,  the  Rev.  Father 
O'Leary,  the  well-known  Roman  Catholic  Priest; 
he  was  a  man  of  infinite  wit,  of  instructive  and 
amusing  conversation.  I  felt  highly  honoured  by 
the  notice  of  this  pillar  of  the  Roman  Church  ;  cur 
tastes  were  congenial,  for  his  reverence  was  mighty 
fond  of  whisky  punch,  and  so  was  /;  and  many  a 
jug  of  St.  Patrick'' s  eije-xcater,  night  after  night, 
did  his  reverence  and  myself  enjoy,  chatting  over 
that  exhilirating  and  national  beverage.  He  some- 
times favoured  me  with  his  company  at  dinner; 
when  he  did,  I  had  always  a  corned  shoulder  of 
mutton  for  him  ;  for  he,  like  some  others  of  his  coun- 
trymen, who  shall  be  nameless,  was  ravenously  fond 
of  the  dish. 

"  One  day  the  facetious  John  Philpot  Curran, 
who  was  also  very  partial  to  the  said  corned  mutton, 
did  me  the  honour  to  meet  him.  To  enjoy  the 
society  of  such  men  was  an  intellectual  treat.  They 
were  great  friends,  and  seemed  to  have  a  mutual  re- 
spect for  each  other's  talents ;  and,  as  it  may  easily 
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be  imagined,  O'Leary  versus,  Curraii,  was  no  bad 
niatcli. 

"  One  day,  after  dinner,  Curran  said  to  him, 
'  Reverend  lather,  I  wish  you  were  Saint  Peter.'' 

"  '  And  why.  Counsellor,  would  you  wish  that  I 
were  Saint  Peter  ?'  asked  O'Leary. 

"  '  Because,  Reverend  Father,  in  that  case,'  smd 
Curran,  '  you  would  have  the  keys  of  heaven,  and 
you  could  let  me  in.' 

"  '  By  my  honour  and  conscience.  Counsellor,' 
rephed  the  divine,  '  it  would  be  better  for  you  that 
1  had  the  keys  of  tlie  other  place,  for  then  I  could 
let  you  out.' 

"  Curran  enjoyed  the  joke,  which  he  admitted 
had  a  great  deal  of  justice  in  it. 

"  O'Leary  told  us  of  the  whimsical  triumph  v>hlch 
he  once  enjoyed  over  Dr.  Johnson.  O'I.eary  was 
very  anxious  to  be  introduced  to  that  learned  maii, 
and  Arthur  IMurphy  took  him  one  morning  to  tiie 
Doctor's  lodfjings.  On  his  entering  the  room,  the 
Doctor  viewed  him  from  top  to  toe,  without  at  first 
speaking  to  him ;  at  length,  darting  one'  of  his 
sourest  looks  at  him,  he  spoke  to  him  in  the  Hebrew 
language,  to  which  O'Leary  made  no  reply.  Upon 
which,  the  Doctor  said  to  him,  '  Why  do  you  not 
answer  me.  Sir  ?' 

"  '  Faith,  Sir,'  said  O'Leary,  '  I  cannot  reply  to 
you,  because  I  do  not  imderstand  the  language  ia 
which  you  are  addressing  me.' 


It  THE    GOOD-FELLOWS    CALENDAR. 

"  Upon  this  tlie  Doctor,  with  a  contemptuous 
sneer,  said  to  IVIurphy,  '  Why,  Sir,  this  is  a  pretty 
fellow  you  have  brought  hither  : — Sir,  he  does  not 
comprehend  the  primitive  language.' 

"  O'Leary  immediately  bowed  very  low,  and  com- 
plimented the  Doctor  with  a  long  speech  in  Irish, 
to  which  the  Doctor,  not  understanding  a  word, 
made  no  reply,  but  looked  at  IVIurphy.  O'Leary, 
seeing  that  die  Doctor  was  puzzled  at  hearing  a 
language  of  which  he  was  ignorant,  said  to  Murphy, 
pointing  to  the  Doctor,  '  This  is  a  pretty  fellow  to 
whom  you  have  brought  me; — Sir,  he  does  not 
understand  the  language  of  the  sister  kingdom.' 
The  Reverend  Padre  then  made  the  Doctor  a  low 
bow,  and  quitted  the  room." 

O'Leary,  though  with  great  talents  for  a  con- 
troversialist, always  sedulously  avoided  the  angry 
theme  of  religious  disputation.  Once,  however, 
he  was  led  into  a  controversy.  While  he  was  at 
Cork,  he  received  a  letter  through  the  Post  Office, 
the  writer  of  which,  in  terms  expressive  of  the 
utmost  anxiety,  stated  that  he  was  a  clergyman  of 
the  Estabhshed  Church,  on  whose  mind  impressions 
favourable  to  the  Catholic  creed  had  been  made  by 
some  of  O'Leary's  sermons.  The  writer  then 
professing  his  enmity  to  angry  controversy,  wished 
to  seek  further  information  on  some  articles  of  the 
Catholic  creed.     His  name  he   forbore  to   reveal. 


/ 
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CLearv,  anxious  to  propagate  the  doctrine  of  his 
church,  repUed  in  a  manner  perfectly  satisfactory  to 
his  anonymous  correspondent.  Other  doubts  were 
expressed,  and  dissipated,  until  the  correspondence 
had  extended  to  eight  or  ten  long  letters. 

O'Learv,  in  joy  at  his  supposed  triumj^h,  Avlii?- 
pered  the  important  secret  to  a  few  ecclesiastical 
confidants ;  among  whom  was  his  bosom  friend,  the 
Rev.  Lawrence  Callanan,  a  Franciscan  friar,  of 
Cork.  Their  congratulations  anil  approbation 
were  not  wanting,  to  urge  forward  the  champion  of 
orthodoxy.  His  arguments  bore  all  before  them  ; 
even  the  obstacles  arising  from  family  and  legal 
notions,  were  disregarded  by  the  enthusiastic  con- 
vert; and  he"  besought  CLeary  to  name  a  tmie,  and 
place,  at  which  he  might  lift  the  mysterious  vizor 
by  which  he  had  hitherto  been  concealed ;  and 
above  all,  have  an  opportunity  of  expressing  his 
gratitude  to  his  friend  and  teacher. 

The  a])pointed  hour  arrived.  O'Leary  arranged 
his  orthodox  wig,  put  on  his  Sunday  suit  of  sable, 
and  sallied  forth  with  all  the  collected  gravity  of  a 
man  fullv  conscious  of  the  novelty  and  responsibility 
of  the  affair  in  which  he  was  engaged.  He  arrived 
at  the  appointed  ])lace  of  meeting  some  minutes  after 
tlie  fixed  time,  and  was  told  that  a  respectable 
clergyman  awaited  his  arrival  in  an  adjoining  parlour. 
O'Leary  enters  the  room,  where  he  iinds,  sitting  at 
the  table,  with  the  whole  correspondence  before  him, 
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his  brother  friar,  Lawrence  Callanan,  who,  either 
from  an  eccentric  freak,  or  from  a  wish  to  call 
0'Leary''s  controversial  powers  into  action,  had  thus 
drawn  him  into  a  lengthened  correspondence.  The 
joke,  in  O'Leary's  opinion,  however,  was  carried  too 
far;  and  it  required  the  sacrifice  of  the  correspondence, 
and  the  interference  of  mutual  friends,  to  effect  a 
reconciliation. 

O'Lcary  once  conceived  a  great  desire  to  see  the 
notorious  miser,  Daniel  Dancer,  who  lived,  and 
died,  in  the  utmost  wretcliedness,  at  Harrow  Weald 
Common,  in  1794',  though  leaving  property  to  the 
amount  of  .£'.3,000  a  year.  The  retired  habits,  and 
low  cautious  avarice  of  Dancer,  rendered  an  intro- 
duction to  him  difficult;  and  an  intimacy  of  any 
continuance,  a  matter  almost  out  of  the  sphere  of 
possibility.  The  obstacles  to  both  were  overcome 
by  CLeary,  who,  during  a  visit  to  the  neighbour- 
hood of  Dancer's  house,  found  means  to  gain 
admittance  into  the  ruined  dwelling  where  the  miser 
}>assed  his  life.  Some  strange  communication,  which 
he  contrived  to  have  conveyed  to  the  object  of  his 
search,  procured  him  admittance  into  a  filthy  apart- 
ment, where  the  haggard  lord  of  useless  thousands 
anxiously  awaited  his  arrival.  O'Leary  introduL'ed 
himself  as  a  relation  of  the  Dancer  family  ;  and  in 
a  most  amusing  manner  detailed  the  origin  of  the 
name,  and  the  exploits  of  the  early  founders  of  the 
family.       From    David,    who     danced   before    the 
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Israelites,  he  traced  the  prof]^ress  of  their  descent  to 
Llie  collateral  branches,  the  Welsh  jumpers^  then 
conteniporai'ies  of  dancing  notoriety.  His  wit  tri- 
nnij)hed;  for  a  moment  the  sallow  brow  of  avarice 
became  illumined  by  the  indications  of  a  delighted 
mind  ;  and  Dancer  had  courage  enouirh  to  invite  his 
visitor  to  partake  of  a  glass  of  wine,  which  the  miser 
said  he  would  procure  for  his  refreshment.  A 
cordial  shake  of  the  hand,  was  the  return  made  for 
OXeary''s  polite  refusal  of  so  expensive  a  compli- 
ment ;  and  he  quitted  the  house,  followed  by  its 
strange  tenant,  who,  to  the  amusement  of  O'Leary, 
and  the  astonishment  of  the  only  other  person  who 
witnessed  the  scene,  solicited  the  favour  of  another 

visit. 

8^A— 1821. 

A  newspaper  of  this  date,  mentions  an  extraordi- 
nary feat  performed  by  a  ]Mr.  Huddy,  post-master 
of  Lismore,  and  celebrated  in  the  southern  parts  of 
the  Sister  Isle  for  his  eccentricities  and  vagaries. 
In  the  ninety-seventh  year  of  liis  age,  he  travelled 
for  a  wager,  from  Lismore  to  Fermoy,  in  a  'ruge 
Dungarvon  oyster  tub,  drawn  by  a  pig,  a  badger, 
two  cats,  a  goose,  and  a  hedgehog ;  his  head  was 
adorned  with  a  large  red  night  ca]);  in  one  hand,  he 
very  gracefully  bore  a  pig-driver's  whip,  which  he 
administered,  as  occasion  required,  to  his  "  fairy- 
footed"'  steeds;  in  the  other  hand,  he  waved  a  cow's 
horn,  from  which  he  extracted,  "  ever  and  anoUj'* 


18  THE    GOOD-FELLOw''s    CALENDAR. 

enchanting  sounds  to  encourage  his  variegated  team, 
and  give  notice  of  this  new  and  hitlierto  neglected 
mode  of  posting. 

After  perusing  this  interesting  detail  with  the 
attention  its  merits  deserve,  the  editor  has  come  to 
this  conclusion, — tiiat  on  no  part  of  the  habitable 
globe  could  this  enterprising  feat  have  been  per- 
formed, except  in  Ireland. 

10^/^—1777. 

Spranger  Barry,  the  celebrated  rival  of  Gar- 
rick,  died  of  the  gout,  at  his  house  in  Norfolk 
Street,  in  the  Strand,  and  was  interred  privately  in 
tlie  cloisters  of  Westminster  Abbey. 

This  gentleman,  besides  the  splendour  of  his 
dramatic  talents,  possessed,  in  a  very  eminent  de- 
gree, the  fascinating  powers  of  polite  address  and 
persuasive  insinuation.  At  no  period  of  its  history 
could  the  Dublin  stage  boast  so  poM^Grfal  a  combi- 
nation of  talent  as  when  under  the  direction  of  Mr. 
Barry :  and  although  the  salaries  of  the  very  best 
actors  in  that  day  bore  no  sort  of  comparison  to  those 
of  very  inferior  talents  in  this,  yet  his  receipts  were 
frequently  inadequate  to  his  expenditures;  and  he 
was,  in  consequence  of  that  and  his  style  of  living, 
constantly  embarrassed.  He  had,of  course,  a  crowded 
levee  of  importunate  claimants  ;  but  no  man  ever 
possessed  more  eminently  the  power  of  soothing 
that  "  horrible  monster,  hated  of  gods  and  men"' — 
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A  DUN.  For  thougli  most  of  them  were  sent  empty 
away,  none  departed  with  an  achhig  iieart ;  for  he 
adorned  his  bnpunctuaUties  with  such  witching  jx)- 
liteness,  and  so  many  satisfactory  reasons,  and  che- 
rished hopes  with  such  encouraging  prospects,  as 
reconciled  disappointments,  and  silenced  the  most 
rude  and  determined  importunacy.  Numberless 
are  the  instances  related  of  his  management  in  this 
respect.  One  or  two  specimens  may  serve  to  illus- 
trate his  talents. 

His  stage  tailor  at  Dublin  had  agreed,  in  order  to 
secure  to  himself  all  the  profits  of  his  contract,  to 
furnisli  materials  as  well  as  workmanship ;  but  tlie 
manager,  in  process  of  time,  had  got  so  deeply  into 
his  books,  as  to  expose  him  to  much  embarrassment 
from  his  own  creditors.  Unwilling  to  offend  so  good 
a  customer,  the  man  had  worn  out  all  patience  in  the 
humilities  of  civil  request  and  pressing  remonstrance. 
At  last,  he  was  determined  to  put  on  a  bold  face, 
and  become  quite  gruff  and  sturdy  in  his  demands. 
But  the  moment  he  came  into  tiie  manager's  presence, 
his  resolution  failed  him  ;  for  he  was  assailed  by 
such  powers  of  bows,  and  smiles,  and  kind  inquiries 
after  his  family, — such  pressing  invitations  to  sit  in 
the  handsomest  chair,  take  a  glass  of  wine,  partake 
of  a  family  dinner,  or  spend  a  Sunday  at  the  mana- 
ger's villa ;  and  all  that  he  intended  to  say,  in 
urging  his  claim,  was  so  completely  anticipatetl  by 
apologies  and  feasible  excuses  for  non-payment,  that 
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he  could  not  find  courage  to  pronounce  the  object  of 
his  visit.  And  if  he  betrayed  any  symptoms  of  a 
disposition  to  reply  or  remonstrate,  the  discourse 
was  so  agreeably  turned  in  an  instant,  that  he  could 
not  venture  to  urge  a  disagreeable  topic,  and  he 
retired  under  an  escort  of  the  manager  in  person  to 
the  stairs'  head — descended  to  the  hall,  under  a 
sliower  of  kind  expressions,  and  was  ushered  to 
the  door  by  a  brace  of  hveried  footmen,  rung  up  for 
the  very  purpose. 

On  his  return  home  from  these  visits,  his  wife, 
who  was  of  the  Xantippean  school,  failed  not  to 
lecture  him  severely,  as  a  noodle  and  a  ninny,  who 
had  not  the  courage  to  demand  and  insist  upon  his 
right  as  a  man  ;  asseverating,  that  "  if  she  had  the 
management  of  the  affair,  she  would  soon  have  the 
money,  in  spite  of  the  manager's  palavering.''''  The 
husband  acknowledged  his  weakness,  and  said  he 
sliould  cheerfully  resign  the  business  to  her  care ; 
but  predicted,  that,  with  all  her  fierceness,  she  would 
he  conquered  also. 

The  good  lady  chose  a  morning  for  her  purpose ; 
advanced  agyinst  the  manager,  attired  in  all  her 
finery,  and  armed  with  all  her  ferocity  and  eloquence, 
reached  Barry's  hall  door,  where  her  presence  was 
announced  by  a  thundering  sonata  on  the  knocker. 
The  footman,  guessing  the  nature  of  her  errand, 
and  anticipating  a  storm,  from  the  fui-y  of  her 
countenance,  said  his  master  was  not  at  home.    Just 
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at  this  moment,  however,  tlic  voice  of  Mr.  Barry 
was  heard  on  the  staircase,  calling  to  one  of  his 
servants,  and  betrayed  the  official  j^"6  of  the  laccjuey. 
"  There,"'  said  the  sphinx,  "  I  knew  you  were 
telling  me  a  lie;  he  is  at  home,  and  I  must  see  him 
directly  ;"  and  immediately  ran  up  the  stairs.  Mr. 
Barry,  who  had  seen  her  before,  kenned,  at  a  glaiw-e, 
die  object  of  her  mission,  and  met  her  at  the  stairs' 
head,  with  a  smile  of  ineff'able  kindness,  welcomed 
her  to  his  house,  took  her  politely  by  both  hands ; 
led  her  into  tlie  drauing-room  (fi'owning  like  a  bear), 
made  a  thousand  kind  enquiries  about  her  good, 
kind  husband,  and  her  dear  little  children  ;  shewed 
her  his  pictures;  consulted  her  judgment  as  to  the 
likeness  of  his  own  portrait ;  lamented  her  f;itigue 
in  walking  so  far  in  so  cold  a  morning;  rang  up  his 
servants  ;  ordered  fresh  coffee  and  chocolate ;  would 
hear  no  excuse,  but  insisted  that  she  should  take 
some  refreshment,  after  so  long  a  ramble.  The 
table  was  spread  with  elegancies ;  preserved  fruits, 
honey-combs,  licpieurs,  and  cordials,  courted  her 
palate  to  fruition;  and  a  large  glass  of  excellent 
cherry-brandy,  pressed  on  her  with  persuasive  kiiid- 
ness,  banished  from  her  countenance  all  the  stern 
array  of  the  morning,  and  attuned  her  heart  to  siich 
kintlness,  that  all  debts  were  forgotten,  and  all 
demands  rendered  quite  impossible.  Th.e  lady, 
overwhelmed  with  politeness,  was  about  to  depart, 
but  ]Mr.  Barry  could  not  suffer  this  in  an  ordinary 
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way,  nor  leave  his  victory  incomplete.  He  insisted 
on  giving  her  a  set-down  at  her  house,  in  his  own 
carriage.  Pie  backed  his  request  with  another  small 
glass  of  cherry-brandy,  to  fortify  her  stomach 
against  the  cold  air.  The  carriage  was  ordered; 
and,  after  a  circuit  of  three  miles  throvigh  tlie  prin- 
cipal streets  of  the  metropolis,  he  set  the  lady  down 
at  her  own  door,  with  the  kindest  expressions  of 
politeness  and  respect,  and  the  highest  opinion  of 
her  person  and  cliaracter. 

The  husband,  who  awaited  with  eagerness  the 
return  of  his  wife,  drily  asked,  "  Well,  my  dear,  I 
sup])ose  you  have  got  the  money  ?''''  But  the  lady, 
finding  in  her  own  failure  an  ample  excuse  for  the 
former  weakness  of  her  husband,  fairly  owned  her- 
self vanquished ;  and  said,  "  that  it  M^as  impossible  to 
offend  so  szveet  a  gentleman,  by  dunning-  him  for 
money."" 

The  other  instance  was  in  the  case  of  an  eminent 
mercer,  named  Grogan,  to  whom  the  manager 
owed  a  large  sum  for  tlie  finery  of  his  tragedy 
queens  and  fashionable  personages  of  the  drama. 
He  was  admitted  to  be,  not  only  an  accomplished 
miser,  but  one  of  the  most  persevering  and  inexor- 
able dims  in  Europe.  Ilis  importunacy  with 
the  manager  having  failed  in  Dublin,  he  followed 
him  to  London,  with  no  other  purpose  than  to  elicit 
the  amount  of  his  debt  by  the  combined  forces 
of   entreaty    and    menace ;— defeated    in   his   first 
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approaches  by  the  usual  influence  of  Barry's  urbanity, 
he  rallied  again,  and,  during  the  month  lie  continued 
in  London,  renewed  his  attempts  by  a  dozen  ad- 
vances to  the  charge,  but  with  the  like  success.  Mr. 
Barry's  irresistible  politeness,  the  cordial  suavity  of 
his  manner,  his  hospitable  invitations  to  dinner,  his 
solicitude  to  procure  for  his  good  friend  tickets  for 
admission  to  all  the  places  of  public  amusement,  and 
his  })ositive  determination  to  accommodate  him  on 
those  occasions  with  the  use  of  his  own  caniac^c  and 
servants,  rendered  it  (juite  impossible  for  INIr.  Gro- 
gan  even  so  much  as  once  to  mention  the  subject  of 
his  debt;  and  he  returned  toDubhn  to  tell  the  story 
of  his  utter  defeat  by  so  consummate  a  master  in  the 
science  ofjincssc. 

IGM— 1792. 

A  Mrs.  Griggs,  of  Southampton  Row,  died : 
her  executors  found  in  her  house  o?iltj  eighty-six 
living,  and  twenty-eight  dead  Cats.  This  lady,  who 
died  worth  thirty  thousand  ])ounds,  left  her  black 
servant  one  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  per  annum, 
for  the  niiiintenance  of  the  eighty-six  surviving 
grimalkins  and  himself. 

In  the  Mercure  Galante  for  July  1G78,  we  read 
of  a  famous  lawsuit,  relative  to  a  Cat  of  IMadame  de 
Puis,  a  celebrated  har]>playcr.  This  lady's  will,  in 
favour  of  her  Cat,  made  a  great  noise  at  the  time, 
and  a  suit  was  carried  on  to  set  it  aside.     Messrs. 
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Maurice,  Vautier,  and  cle  Ferriere,  all  famous  law- 
yers, displayed  their  genius  and  abilities;  the  former 
in  defending  it,  and  the  two  others  in  pleading 
against  it.  The  pension  -which  the  deceased  lady 
settled  on  her  Cat,  and  the  visits  which  she  ordered 
should  be  paid  every  week,  were  the  circumstances 
511  ost  inveighed  against. 

16^A— 1794. 

Edward  Ginnox  died,  aged  57. 

Soon  after  this  celebrated  historian  became  an 
inhabitant  of  Lausanne,  a  lady  of  great  beauty  and 
talents  made  such  an  impression  upon  his  heart, 
that  he  could  not  resist  the  impulse  of  love ;  but, 
falling  on  his  knees,  avowed  the  passion  her  charms 
liad  inspired.  The  object  of  his  affection,  in  spite 
a^  the  historian*'s  eloquence,  was  deaf  to  his  en- 
treaties, and  requested  him  to  rise.  He  attempted 
to  obey  this  injimction,  but  in  vain,  for  his  weighty- 
person,  unaccustomed  to  such  a  position,  was  not 
easily  restored  to  its  proper  balance.  The  lady, 
fearinfj  that  some  one  miolit  detect  her  admirer  in 
this  awkward  situation,  forgot  her  anger,  and  en- 
deavoured to  lift  him  from  the  ground.  Her  strength, 
however,  was  unec^ual  to  the  task ;  and  after  various 
ineffectual  struggles,  both  by  Gibbon  and  the  lady, 
the  latter  was  obliged  to  ring  the  bell,  and  order 
her  astonished  servant  to  raise  the  prostrate  scliolar. 

The  following  ludicrous  verses  on  this  delectable 
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occurrence,  proceed  from  the  brilliant  pen  of  George 
Colman : — 

THE    LUMIXO'JS    HISTORIAN'  ;     OR    LEARNING 
IX    LOVE. 

A  man  I  sing-  whom  memory  reveres ; 
Hallow\l  the  spot  where  he  now  lies  in  earth  ; 
Learning  and  genius  there  may  mingle  tears 
"W^ith  virtue,  \veeping  over  moral  worth — 
Clio,  the  first  of  muses,  hailVl  his  birth  ; 
But  Momus,  ever  flouting,  laugli'd  outright, 
To  think  that,  when  to  manhood  grown,   what 

mirth 
Would  be  provoked  by  so  grotesque  a  wight, 
So  odtUy  form'd  as  he  w^ho  was  Eudoxl's*'  hight. 

And  when  adult,  with  erudition's  store. 
His  early  taste  and  judgment  was  supplied ; 
lie  drained  the  sources  of  liistoric  lore, 
Thenpour'd  them  back,  through  Europe, purified; 
Majestic,  deep,  yet  smooth,  and  clear  the  tide; 
And  elegance,  obedient  to  his  call, 
Saird  down  his  flow  of  words  in  swan-like  pride ; 
But,  oh !  how  wondrous  the  decline  and  fall, 
To  "  look  upon  his  face,"  and  then,  "  forget  it  all!" 

His  person  lookVl  as  funnily  obese 
As  if  a  pagod,  growing  large  as  man. 
Had  rashly  waddled  oft' its  chimney-piece 
To  visit  a  Chinese  upon  a  fan. 

c 
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Such  his  exterior; — curious  "'twas  to  scan  ! 
And  oft  he  rapt  his  snufi'-box,  ccck'd  his  snout, 
Ancl,  ere  his  polished  periods  he  began, 
Bent  forwards,  stretching  his  forefinger  out, 
And  talk''d  in  phrase  as  round  as  he  was  round  about. 
***** 

'Twas  in  Lausanne,  where  crowded  parties  chat, 
And  take  their  tea,  ere  I^ondon  fashion  dines, 
Nozing  Eudoxus,  blue-eyed  AgTies  sat, 
And  talk'd  of  Trajan,  and  the  Antonines; 
Dwelt  much  on  Roman  risings,  and  declines ; 
And  murmured,  while  they  huddled  knee  to  knee, 
"  What  things  voluptuousness  undermines !" 
Eudoxus  felt  a  glow — but  knew  not,  he, 
Whether  "'twas  love,  the  crovv'd,  philosophy,  or  tea. 

Whene"'er  she  utter''d,  breathing  like  the  south, 
As  o'er  a  bank  of  violets  it  blows, 
He  curPd  the  smirking  hole  he  calPd  a  mouth, 
And  fed  with  snufF  the  knob  he  terni'd  a  nose — 
His  bosom''s  fat  heaved  with  unwonted  throes; 
And  still  she  talk'd,  and  still  he  listen"'d,  still 
Fresh  beauties  in  her  countenance  arose  ; 
He  ask'd  her  dwelling-place ;  sad  news  and  chill — 
"  Skirting  Lausanne,""  she  said,  "upon  the  next 


high  liill." 
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*'  Alas!"  he  cried,  "  pedestrious  I  depart 
To  scale  01ym})us,  and  a  goddess  find  ; 
Not  seeing  her  will  almost  break  my  heart, 
And  getting  at  her  almost  break  my  wind. 
Never  did  body  trifle  so  with  mind  ! 
So  raised  its  projects,  and  so  knocked  them  flat ! 
Never  was  amorous  lump  of  human  kind 
So  self-suspended  between  this  and  that ; 
So  goaded  by  the  flesh,  so  hindered  by  the  fat  r 

Fair  Agnes  fear'd  not  that  censorious  talk 
Could  ever  by  Eudoxus  be  inspired  ; 
He  look'd  a  lamb,  before  he  took  a  walk, 
And  dead  as  mutton,  wx^ary,  and  bemired. 
Yet  in  her  jacket,  a  la  Suh'se,  attired, 
So  plump  and  tempting  was  the  blue-eyed  maid, 
A  hermit's  frio-id  breast  she  mio-ht  have  fired ! 
Beneath  a  plain  straw-hat  her  ringlets  play'd, 
And  a  short  petticoat  her  well-turn''d  leg  betray'd. 

Eudoxus,  squatting  in  a  cushioned  chair. 
Gave  her  that  interesting  glance  which  owns    • 
A  double  feeling,  and  woukl  fain  declai'e 
Tlie  heart  is  full  of  love,  the  shoes  of  stones. 
His  tender  sighs,  inflating  into  groans. 
Were  debts,  as  in  a  partnership  concern, 
Due,  jointly,  both  to  bosom  and  to  bones ; 
And  seem'd  to  say,  "  Sweet  lady  !  let  me  learn, 
AMiether  in  vain  I  ache,  and  pant,  and  grunt,  and 
burn  !" 
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In  vain  they  questioned  ;  for  the  fair  pursued 
Ker  prattle,  which  on  Uterature  flowYl ; 
Now  changed  her  author,  now  her  attitude, 
And  much  more  symmetry  than  learning  show'd. 
Eudoxus  watch'd  her  features,  while  they  glow'd 
Till  passion  burst  his  puffy  bosom''s  bound  ; 
And,  rescuing  his  cushion  from  its  load, 
Flounced  on  his  knees,  appearing  like  a  round 
liarge  fillet  of  hot  veal  just  tumbled  on  the  ground. 

Could  such  a  lover  be  with  scorn  repulsed  ? 
Oh,  no  !  disdain  befitted  not  the  case ; 
And  Agnes,  at  the  sight,  was  so  convulsed. 
That  tears  of  laughter  trickled  down  her  face. 
Eudoxus  felt  his  folly  and  disgrace  ; 
Looked  sheepish — nettled — wish'd  himself  away; 
And  thrice  he  tried  to  quit  his  kneeling  place, 
But  fat  and  corpulency  seem\l  to  say. 
Here's  a  petitioner  that  must  for  ever  pray  ! 

"  Mon  Dieu .'""  said  Agnes,  "what  absurd  distress  f 
How  long  must  you  maintain  this  posture  here .?" 
"  Ah!  that,'''  he  sigli'd,  "  depends  on  the  success 
Of  your  endeavours,  more  than  mine,  I  fear. 
Get  up  I  cannot,  by  myself,  'tis  clear ; 
But,  though  my  poor  pretensions  you  despise, 
Full  many  a  man  is  living,  lady  dear  ! 
Whose  talents,  as  a  lover,  rather  lies 
In  readiness  to  kneel  than  readiness  to  rise,'* 
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Again  he  strain'd,  again  he  stuck  like  wax, 
While  Agnes  tugg'd  at  him,  in  various  ways ; 
But  he  was  heavier  than  the  income-tax, 
And  twenty  times  more  difficult  to  raise. 
She  fear'd  that  scandal  would  the  story  blaze  ; 
Yet,  hopeless,  rang  the  bell; — the  servant  came, 
And  eyed  the  prostrate  lover  with  amaze ; 
Then  heaved  upon  his  legs  the  man  whose  name 
Is  lifted  up  so  high  by  never-dying  fome. 

Eudoxus,  fretted  with  the  morn's  romance. 
Opined  while  he  was  waddling  to  the  plain, 
Himself  no  wiser  than  that  king  of  France  [again. 
Who  march 'd  up  hill,  and  then  marcliM  down 
He  found  that  he  had  striven  against  the  grain  ; 
That  suffering  love  within  his  breast  to  lurk 
Brought  "  labour,"  which  by  no  means  "  physic'd 
That  beauties,  who  on  eminences  perk,      [pain;" 
Make  courtship,  for  the  fat,  a  very  up-hill  work. 

17th — S't.  Antlioni/s  Dmj. 

L.\DY  IMoRGAN  thus  dcscribcs  a  picture  in  the 
Borghese  Palace,  at  Rome,  representing  St.  Anthony 
preaching  to  the  fishes:  "  The  salmon  looks  at  the 
preacher  with  an  edified  face,  and  a  cod,  witli  his 
up-turned  eyes,  seems  anxiously  seeking  for  the  new 
Tight.  The  Saint's  sermon  is  to  be  had  in  many 
of  the  shops  at  Rome.  St.  Anthony  addresses  the 
fish,  '  Dearly  beloved  fish ;'  and  the  legend  adds, 
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tliat,  at  the  conclusion  of  the  discourse,  '  the  fish 
bowed  to  him  with  profound  humiUty,  and  a  grave 
and  reHgious  countenance.'  Tlie  Saint  then  gave 
the  fish  his  blessing,  who  scudded  away  to  make 
new  conversions:" — these  'piscatory  clericals  may 
not,  we  think,  be  inaptly  termed — the  Missionaries 
of  the  main. 

nst—iim. 

James  Quin,  whom  Garrick's  epitaph  describes 
as  having  so  oft  "  set  the  table  in  a  roar,"  died  at 
that  seat  of  Beauty  and  Invalids, — Eath. 

Quin  was,  decidedly,  a  wit  of  the  first  order;  and, 
as  might  be  conjectured,  his  witticisms  and  jcii 
iVespj'its  have,  fortunately  for  his  fame,  descended 
to  posterity,  clad  in  all  the  richness  of  detail  with 
which  he  adorned  them.  From  the  mass  we  select 
the  following,  which  we  think  cannot  fail  to  gratify 
every  lover  of  the  ludicrous. 

The  Tragedian  being  asked  if  he  had  ever  Ijeen 
in  Scotland,  and  how  he  liked  the  people,  replied : 
"  If  you  mean  the  lower  order  of  them,  I  shall  be 
at  a  loss  to  answer  you  ;  for  I  had  no  farther  ac- 
(juaintancc  with  them  than  by  the  smell.  As  for  the 
nobility  they  are  numerous ;  and,  for  the  most  part, 
proud  and  beggarly.  I  remember,  when  I  crossed 
from  the  North  of  Ireland  into  their  country,  I  came 
to  a  little  wretched  village,  consisting  of  a  dozen 
huts,  in  the  style  of  tiic  Hottentots ;  the  principal 
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of  wiilcli  was  an  inn,  and  kept  by  an  Earl.     I  was 
mounted  on  a  shrivelled  quadruped,  for  there  was 
no  certainty  of  calling  it  horse,  mare,  or  gelding- ; 
much  hke  a  Nortli   Wales  goat,  but  larger,  and 
without  horns.     The  whole  village  was  up  in  an 
instant  to  salute  me;  supposing,  from  tlie  elegance 
of  my  appearance,  that  I  must  be  some  person  of  a 
large  fortune  and  great  family.     The  Earl  ran,  and 
took  hold  of  my  stirrup  while  I  dismounted ;    then 
turning  to  his  eldest  son,  who  stood  by  us  without 
breeches,  said,  ''  j\ly  Lord ,  do  you  take  the  gentle- 
man''s  horse  to  the  stabki,  and  desire  your  sister.  Lady 
Betty,  to  draw   him  a  pint  of  hco-pcnny  ;   for   I 
suppose  so  great  a  mon  will  ha""  the  best  liquor  in 
ihc 'wholJwns.'''' — "  I  was  obliged,"  continued  Quin, 
"  to  stay  here  a  whole  night,  and  to  make  a  supper 
on  rotten  potatoes  and  stinking  eggs.     The  old  no- 
bleman was  indeed  very  complaisant,  and  made  me 
accept   of   iiis   own   bed.     I    cannot    say  that  the 
dormitory  was  the  best  in  the  world  :  for  there  was 
nothing  but  an  old  box  to  sit  upon  in  the  room,  and 
there  were  neither  sheets  nor  curtains  to  the  bed. 
Lady  Betty  was  kind  enough  to  apologise  for  the 
apartment,   assuring   rne,   many   persons   of  grt;)t 
degnatfj  had  frequently  slept  in  it ;  and  that  tiiouuh 
the    blankets    Inked  sue  bloek,    it    was    not    quUe 
four   years    sin   they   had   been    washed   by    the 
countess,  her  mother,  and  Lady  ^Matilda  Carolina 
Amelia  Eleonora  Sophia,  one  of  her  younger  sisters. 
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She  then  wished  me  a  good  night,  and  said,  the 
Viscount,  her  brother,  would  take  particular  care  to 
grease  my  boots.'''' 

The  following  lines,  from  the  pen  of  his  brilliant 
contemporary,  Garrick,  we  cannot  refuse  inser- 
tion to  : — 

QUINTS    SOLILOQUY    ON    SEEING    THE    EMBALMED 
BODY    OF    DUKE    HUMPHREY. 

A  plague  on  Egypt''s  arts,  I  say : 
Embalm  the  dead, — on  senseless  clay 

Rich  wine  and  spices  waste  ; 
Like  sturgeon,  or  like  brawn  shall  I, 
Bound  in  a  precious  pickle  lie, 

Which  I  can  never  taste  ! 

Let  me  embalm  this  flesh  of  mine, 
With  turtle  fat  and  Bourdeaux  wine, 

And  spoil  the  Egyptian  trade. 
Than  Glostcr's  duke  more  happy  I ; 
Embalm''d  alive  old  Quin  shall  die, 

A  mummy  ready  made. 
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C/A— 1685. 

Charles  II.   died  at  Whitehall. 
Soon  after  the  Rye-house  plot  was  discovered, 
thinking  to  be  severe  on  the  character  of  his  brother, 
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he  exhibited  a  striking  feature  of  his  own.  The 
Duke,  one  clay,  returning  from  hunting  with  his 
guards,  found  the  King  in  Hyde  Park.  He  ex- 
pressed his  surprise  how  His  IVIajesty  eould  venture 
his  person  alone  at  such  a  perilous  time.  "  James,"" 
replied  the  King,  "  take  you  care  of  yourself,  and  I 
am  safe.     No  man  will  kill  me  to  make  you  king  !'' 

12M— 1815. 

The  following  is  a  gemihie,  serious  advertise- 
ment, taken  verbatim  ct  literatim  from  the  "  Raleigh 
Star,"  of  the  date  affixed,  where  it  stands  placed 
with  the  figure  of  a  ruiming  away  negro  prefixed  to 
it.  Caleb  Quotem,  so  renowned  in  farce,  scarcely 
equalled  the  subject  of  this  advertisement  in  the 
variety  and  whimsical  nature  of  his  accomplishments. 

"  T-iK'entij-five  Dollars  Rczcard. 

"  Ran  away  from  Raleigh,  a  month  or  two  ago, 
a  mulatto  man,  named  Anthcmy^  well  known  in 
Raleigh,  and  many  parts  of  the  State,  as  having 
l)een,  for  several  years,  the  body  servant  of  General 
Jones,  and  mine  lately  as  a  pressman  and  news- 
carrier  in  the  Star  office.  Anthony  is  about  twenty- 
five  or  twenty-six  years  of  age,  five  feet  eight  or  ten 
inches  high,  is  a  mongrel  white,  has  a  tolerably 
large  aquiline  nose,  bushy  hair,  a  scar  on  one  of  his 
cheeks;  when  in  good  humour  has  a  pleasing  coun- 
tenance. 

c  5 
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"  He  works  and  v/alks  fast,  is  lively  and  talkative, 
full  of  anecdote,  which  he  tells  in  character  with 
much  humour ;  is  an  excellent  pressman,  indifferent 
at  distiibuting  types,  a  tolerable  carpenter  and 
joiner,  a  plain  painter,  an  excellent  manager  of 
horses,  drives  well  and  rides  elegantly,  having  been 
accustomed  to  race  riding ;  is  fond  of  cock-fighting 
(and  of  man-fighting  when  drunk),  and  is  said  to 
heel  and  pit  with  skill ;  he  can  bleed  and  pull  teeth, 
knows  something  of  medicines,  is  a  rough  barber, 
a  bad  but  conceited  cook,  a  good  sawyer,  can  lay 
bricks,  has  worked  in  the  corn  fields,  and  can  scratch 
a  little  on  the  fiddle. 

"  He  can  do  many  other  things ;  and  what  he 
cannot  do,  he  pretends  to  have  a  knowledge  of.  His 
trades  and  qualities  are  thus  detailed,  because  his 
vanity  will  undoubtedly  lead  to  a  display  of  them. 
His  master-vice,  or  rather,  the  parent  of  all  his  vices, 
is  a  fondness  for  strong  dr'ml:,  though  sometimes 
he  will  abstain  for  months.  His  clothes  cannot  be 
described,  but  he  carried  away  few  or  none,  and  'tis 
expected  will  appear  shabbily.  He  is  an  artful 
fellow,  and  if  taken  up  will  tell  a  most  plausible 
story,  and  possibly  shew  a  forged  pass." 

IT^A— 1821. 

Charles  Phillips,  of  the  Irish  bar,  was  called 
to  the  English  bar  by  the  Society  of  the  Middle 
Temple. 
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The  followinop  ludicrous  imitation  of  his  alUfe- 
rat'ive  millinerij  of  eloquence,  and  absurd  oratorical 
flights,  will,  we  think,  excite  laughter,  should  they 
even  be  perused  by  his  admirers. 

"  When  I  look  around  me,  and  above  me,  and 
below  me,  and  dizzily  ponder  over  the  tide  of  time, 
which,  rolling  through  this  elevated  edifice,  sweeps 
the  mighty  and  tlie  mean  to  one  common  bourne ; 
whence,  as  the  poet  of  nature  informs  us,  no  tra- 
veller returns ; — when  I  reflect  that  the  court  which 
I  now  address,  nay,  perhaps  the  very  segment  of 
the  seat  I  now  occupy,  was  heretofore  enlightened 
by  that  Aurora  Borealis  of  legal  effulgence,  which 
formed  a  halo  on  the  brows  of  a  Dunning  and  a 
]\Iansfield,  I  feel  rooted  with  terror  to  the  ground, 
and  paralysed  in  my  lower  extremities,  like  the 
marble-thiu-hed  monarcli  in  the  Arabian  Tales. 
Would  to  heaven  that  the  red-haired  founder  of 
this  venerable  hall  had  snatched  TyrelTs  dart  from 
his  own  bosom,  and  plunged  it  into  mine,  ere  I  had 
essayed  this  office  !  But  the  different  epochs  of  our 
existence  check  the  wish.  My  lords,  my  client, 
the  plaintiff,  is  of  that  useful  class  of  beings,  who 
give  broad  cloth  to  the  back — serge  to  the  stomach 
— buckmm  to  the  body — thickset  to  the  thigh  !  His 
manners  are  modest — his  conduct  is  creditable — his 
shop  is  showy — and  his  residence  is  llatcliffe.  Tlie 
defendant  is  an  officer  of  dras-oons,  recently  drawn 
from   the  purlieus  of  Fall-mall,  and   quartered  at 
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Hounslow.  Luckily  for  him,  the  days  of  drawing 
and  quartering  are  over,  or  wrongs  hke  my  chent's 
might  justify  the  corporeal  partition. 

"  It  might  be  accident — it  might  be  design,  which 
caused  Captain  Sabretache,  on  a  visit  to  the  Wap- 
ping  Docks,  to  lounge  over  Hatcliffe  Highway. 
Attracted  by  these  words,  '  Serge,  Tailor  and  Habit 
Maker,'  he  halted  at  the  plaintiff's  door.  An 
elegant  pelisse,  with  arms  extended,  hung  swinging 
at  the  door-post — he  entered  the  shop,  and  with  a 
blandishment  well  suited  to  the  perfidy  of  his  pur- 
pose, he  ordered  a  pelisse  of  the  same  workmanship 
and  materials.  The  superb  ornament  started,  like 
the  web  of  Arachne,  from  the  fingers  of  the  plain- 
tiffs journeymen  ;  and  on  Monday  week  following, 
the  defendant  issued  from  the  Hounslow  barracks, 
the  envy  and  admiration  of  his  booted  brethren. 
His  collar  was  of  sable  fur.  '  Get  me  a  suit  of 
sables,'  cried  he ;  but  when  he  would  have  added, 
'  The  Devil  xvears  hlach^  the  demon  of  darkness 
stuck  in  his  throat. 

"  My  Lords,  you  are  (and  long  may  you  continue 
to  be)  clad  in  the  robes  of  office,  and  you  know 
-whaxfur  is.  When  you  reflect  that  the  pelisse  was^ 
of  extra  superfine  French  brown ;  that  bands  of 
braid  were  buttoned  on  the  bosom,  with  a  fork  of 
ditto,  behind  ;  that  the  side-seams  were  finely  and 
fully  figured  ;  that  the  tassels  were  tamboured;  and 
that  frogs,  presumptuous  as  those  of  Pharaoh,  en- 


FEBRUARY.  S7 

veloped  the  deferulant,  fi'om  cliitterlin  to  thine;  you 
will  not,  I  am  sure,  elevate  your  eyebrows  N\ith 
extra  astonishment,  when  you  learn  that  the  price 
cleniandetl  was  seventeen  pounds  fourteen  shillings 
and  sixpence.  The  plaintiff  was  pressing — the 
defendant  was  dunned ;  but  cash  not  being  forth- 
coming, the  plaintiff  drew  a  bill  of  exchange  for  the 
amount,  which  the  defendant  accepted,  payable  at 
Messrs.  Child  and  Company's,  Temple  Bar. 

"  The  bill  was  presented  when  due,  and  was  noted 
for  non-payment.  God  forbid  that  I  should  impute 
any  blame  to  Messrs.  Child  and  Company  ! — Their 
answer  was,  '  no  effects;"'  and,  after  sedulous  inquiry, 
I  find,  that  when  a  man  has  no  money  in  a  banker''s 
hands,  such  banker  is  not  bound  to  pay  his  drafts. 
This,  my  Lords,  the  defendant  must  have  known. 
His  acceptance,  therefore,  was  a  mockery  of  the 
clothes  merchant; — it  was  buttering  the  bacon  of 
baseness; — it  was  thrusting  the  red-hot  poker  of 
})ertness  into  the  already  blazing  conflagration  of 
my  client's  grievances.  The  defendant  had  now 
thrown  away  the  scabbard,  and  the  plaintiff  had 
drawn  the  sword.  He  issued  out  a  writ,  in  the  name 
of  George  the  Fourth,  of  the  United  Kingdom  of 
Great  Britain  and  Ireland  ; — Ireland  in  its  un- 
fathomed  caves  of  despotism  ;  that  hapless  tin  kettle, 
doomed  to  be  eternally  appurtenant  to  the  tail  of 
the  dog  of  war. — A  declaration  was  filed,  cautiously 
containing  counts  of  goods  sold  and  delivered,  and 
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for  work  and  labour  done,  witli  a  notice  to  plead  in 
eight  days.  Even  now  the  plaintiff  did  more  than 
by  legal  courtesy  he  was  bound  to  perform.  He 
demmided  a  plea — how  primitive  the  process  ! — 
otherwise  judgment — how  awful  the  alternative  ! 

"  This  was  contumeliously  contemned;  it  was  treat- 
ed as  Bruttnn  Fulmen.  But  the  plaintiff,  my  lords, 
was  no  mimic  Jove,  bantering  and  blustering  from 
a  bridge  of  brass  ;  Serge,  and  not  Salmonens,  was 
the  antagonist  whom  the  defendant  v/as  to  cope  v.'ith. 
The  bolt  was  hurled,  and  interlocutory  judgment 
was  signed  for  want  of  a  plea.  At  this  stage  of  the 
proceedings,  the  plaintiff's  attorney  put  into  my 
inexperienced  hands,  an  afHdavit  of  the  course  of 
action.  The  motion  he  wished  me  to  submit  to 
your  lordships,  w'as  novel  and  arduous.  Seniors  in 
silk,  and  puisnes  in  prunella,  would  have  shrunk 
from  its  experiment.  But,  full  of  my  client's 
wrongs,  and  swelling  like  the  sybil  with  my  subject, 
even  so  humble  an  individual  as  myself  now  ven- 
tures to  move  your  lordships — that  it  may  be  re- 
ferred to  the  master,  to  compute  principal  and 
interest  on  tlie  bill  of  exchange  upon  which  this 
action  is  brought !  ! !  " 

19/7^—1815. 

"  The  Clonmel  Herald"  of  this  date  presents  its 
readers  with  the  following  detail : — 

"  Sunday  se'nnight  was  appointed  for  the  mar- 


FEBKUARV.  89 

riage  of  the  daughter  of  an  opulent  fiirmer,  named 
Dalton,  near  Cloghleigh. — Tlic  friends  were  bidden, 
and  the  priest  was  there,  and  the  intended  bride- 
groom— and  ample  store  of  entertainment  for  them 
all ;  when  a  young  fellow,  named  Jemmy  Erien, 
headed  a  ])arty,  of  whom  fourteen  or  fifteen  well 
armed,  accompanied  him ;  leaving  a  few  outside  as 
sentries,  suddenly  entered  die  house,  announcing  his 
name  and  his  purpose. — '  Here  I  am,  boys,  Jemmy 
Brien  ;  nor  shall  any  other  ever  get  this  girl,  (naming 
her,  and  taking  hold  of  her,)  for  she's  engaged  to 
me.'  It  does  not  appear  that  the  damsel  made  any 
great  struggle ;  and  she  was  lianded  out,  to  the 
astonishment  of  the  host  and  his  guests,  who  were 
terrified  by  fourteen  or  fifteen  guns  and  blunder- 
busses staring  them  in  the  faces.  After  gaping 
awhile  at  one  another,  the  company  unanimously 
agreed,  that  the  loss  of  the  girl  would  be  much 
aggravated  by  that  of  the  supper,  to  which  they 
resortjd  for  consolation,  with  most  vigorous  ap- 
petite." 

James  Baruv,  the  painter,  died. 

At  one  period  of  his  life,  he  resided  in  a  little 
house,  in  Little  St.  Martin's  Lane,  with  no  com- 
panions but  a  venerable  cat,  and  an  old  Irish  woman, 
who  served  him  in  the  capacity  oi  factotum.  He 
was  too  much  of  the  Stoic  ])hiloso})her  to  be  over 
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solicilous  in  the  articles  of  furniture,  or  the  style  of 
neatness;  and  his  housekeeper  was  of  a  character 
little  disposed  to  annoy  him  by  the  troublesome 
o})erations  of  domestic  cleanliness.  His  time  was 
chiefly  spent  in  the  company  of  a  few  excellent 
pictures,  and  a  few  choice  books,  chiefly  histories, 
enveloped,  like  himself,  in  smoke  and  dust;  his 
culinary  operations  were  of  a  piece  Avith  the  rest ; 
and  in  his  ardour  for  his  favourite  pursuits,  so  far 
was  he  from  being  a  man  who  lived  only  to  eat, 
that  he  scarcely  ate  to  live. 

Sauntering  one  day  alone  in  St.  James'^s  Park,  he 
accidentally  met  Burke,  who  accosted  him  in  a  most 
kind  and  friendl}'  manner ;  expressing  much  \)\ea- 
sure  on  seeing  him,  and  gently  chiding  him  for  not 
having  called  to  see  him  for  so  many  years.  Barry, 
with  great  freedom  and  cheerfulness,  recognised 
their  old  ac(juaintance  and  friendship  in  earlier 
years  ;  but  he  said  it  was  a  maxim  with  him,  when 
any  of  his  old  friends  soared  into  regions  so  far 
above  his  sphere,  seldom  to  trouble  them  with  his 
visits  or  obsolete  recollections ;  he  considered  there- 
fjre  his  old  friend  Burke,  as  now  too  great  a  maji 
for  intercourse  with  a  groundling  like  himself.  Mr. 
Burke,  rather  hurt  at  this  unmerited  taunt,  (for  no 
man  was  less  proud,  more  kind,  or  assumed  so  little 
on  the  score  of  rank  and  talents,)  pressed  Barry  to 
a  friendly  visit  at  his  house :  but  Barry  insisted  on 
precedence  in  the  march  of  hospiiality,  and  invited 
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the  statesman  to  come  next  day,  and  take  with  him 
a  friendly  beef-steak,  at  his  house  in  Little  St. 
Martin's  Lane;  to  which  Mr.  Burke  agreed,  and 
kept  his  appointment.  When  he  rapped  at  the 
door,  however.  Dame  Ursula,  who  opened  it,  at 
first  denied  that  her  master  Avas  at  home  ;  but  on 
JNIr.  Burke's  expressing  some  surprise,  and  an- 
nouncing his  name,  Barry  overheard  his  voice,  and 
ran  down  stairs  in  the  usual  trim  of  abstracted 
genius,  utterly  regardless  of  his  personal  appear- 
ance :  his  scanty  grey  hair,  unconscious  of  the  comb, 
sported  in  disordered  ringlets  round  his  head  ;  a 
greasy  green  silk  shade  over  his  eyes,  served  as  an 
auxiliary  to  a  pair  of  horn-mounted  spectacles,  to 
strengthen  his  vision.  His  linen  was  none  of  the 
whitest),  and  a  sort  of  roquelaure  served  the  purposes 
of  a  robe  de  chamhrc ;  but  it  was  of  the  composite 
order,  for  it  was  neither  yocA7/-coa^,  surtout,  pcUsse, 
nor  tunic,  but  a  mixture  of  all  four  ;  and  the  chro- 
■nologij  (jf  it  might  have  puzzled  the  Society  of 
Antiquarians  to  develope.  After  a  welcome  greeting, 
he  conducted  his  eloquent  countryman  to  his  dwel- 
lin<r-room  on  the  first  floor,  which  served  him  for 
kitchen,  parlour,  study,  gallery,  and  painting-room  ; 
but  it  was  at  that  moment,  so  befogged  with  smoke, 
as  almost  to  suffocate  its  phthisicky  owner,  and  was 
(juite   impervious    to    the   rays  of  vision.      Barry 

apologized  ;  d d  the  bungling  chimney  doctors ; 

hoped  the  smoke  would  clear  up,  as  soon  as  the 
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fire  burned  bright ;  and  v/as  quite  at  a  loss  to 
account  for  "  such  an  infernal  smother,"  until 
Mr.  Burke,  with  some  difficulty,  convinced  him  he 
was  himself  the  cause :  for,  in  ortler  to  remedy  the 
errors  of  his  chimney,  he  had  removed  the  old 
stove  grate  from  the  fire-place  into  the  centre  of  the 
room,  where  it  was  sustained  by  a  large  old  dripping 
pan,  by  way  of  a  platform,  to  save  the  carpet  from 
ignition  ;  and  he  had  been  occupied  for  half  an 
hour  with  the  bellows,  to  cheer  up  the  coals  to  a 
blaze.  He  v/as  now  prevailed  on  to  assist  his  guest 
in  removing  the  grate  to  its  proper  situation ;  and 
tlie  Avindows  being  thrown  open,  the  smoke  ^oon 
vanished.  He  now  proceeded  to  conduct  his  guest 
to  see  his  pictures  in  certain  apartments  on  the 
higher  story,  where  many  exquisite  pieces,  without 
frames,  stood  edgewise  on  the  floor,  with  their  fronts 
to  the  walls,  to  guard  them  from  injury;  and  by 
the  aid  of  a  sponge  and  v/ater,  their  coats  of  dust 
were  removed,  and  their  beauties  developed,  much 
to  the  delight  of  ilio  guest. — Having  lectured  con 
amove  upon  the  history  and  merits  of  the  paintings, 
his  next  object  was  to  display  to  his  guest  the  eco- 
nomy of  his  bed-room  :  the  walls  of  this  apartment, 
too,  were  occupied  by  fraraeless  pictures,  veiled  in 
perennial  dust,  which  was  likewise  sponged  off,  to 
develope  their  beauties,  and  display  some  first-rate 
gems  of  the  art.  In  a  sort  of  recess,  between  the 
fireplace  and  the  wall,  stood  a  .stump  bedstead  with- 
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out  curtains,  and  counterpanecl  by, a  rug,  bearing 
all  tlie  vestiges  of  long  and  arduous  service,  and 
tinted  only  by  the  accumulated  soil  of  half  a  cen- 
tury, wliicii  no  scourer's  hand  had  ever  profaned. 
"  That,  Sir,"  said  the  artist,  "  is  i^iy  bed  ;  I  use  no 
curtains,  because  they  are  unwholesome ;  and  I 
breatlie  more  freely,  and  sleep  as  soundly,  as  if  I 
reposed  on  dovv'n,  and  snored  under  velvet. — But 
there,  my  friend,''  continued  he,  pointing  to  a  broad 
shelf,  fixed  high  above  the  bed,  and  fortified  on 
three  sides  by  the  walls  of  the  recess,  that  is  my 
chef-d\euvre. — 'Ecod,  I  have  out-done  them  at 
last !" — "  Out-done    whom  ?"    said    Mr.    Burke. — 

"  The  rats !    the  d d  rats  !    my  dear  friend,"" 

replied  Barry,  rubbing  his  palms  in  ecstacy,  "  they 
beat  me  out  of  every  other  security  in  the  house — 
I  could  not  keep  any  thing  for  them,  in  cupboard  or 
closet ;  they  devoured  my  cold  meat,  and  bread 
antl  cheese,  and  bacon  ;  but  there  they  are  now, 
you  sec,  all  safe  and  snug,  in  defiance  of  all  the 
rats  in  the  parish."  INIr.  Burke  could  not  do  less 
than  highly  commend  his  invention,  and  congratu- 
late him  on  its  success.  They  now  descended  to 
the  first  room.  Barry,  whose  only  cluck  was  his 
.biomaclt,  felt  it  was  his  dinner-hour,  but  totally  ' 
forgot  his  invitation,  until  Mr.  Burke  reminded  him 
of  it : — "  Odso !  my  dear  friend,"  said  he,  "  I 
beg  your  pardon :  so  I  did  invite  you,  and  it  totally 
escaped  my  memory  : — but  if  you  will  sit  down 
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here  and   blow    the   fire,    I'll   step  out  and  get  a- 
charmin"-   beef-steak   in   a   niinute."      Mr.    Burke 
took  the  bellows  to  cheer  up  the  fire — and  Barry 
his  departure  to   cater  for  the  banquet.     Shortly 
after,  he  returned  with  a  comely  beef-steak,  enve- 
loped in  cabbage  leaves,  crammed  into  one  pocket ; 
the  other  was  filled  with  potatoes :  under  each  arm 
was  a  bottle  of  port,  procured  at  Slaughter's  coffee- 
house ;   and   in   each   hand  a  French   brick.      An 
antique  gridiron   was  placed  on  the  fire,  and  Mr. 
Burke  performed  the  office  of  cook  ;  while  Barry, 
as  butler,    set  the  table,  wliich  he  covered  with  a 
table  cloth,  perfectly  geograjjliieal ;  for  the  stains 
of  former  soups  and  gravies  had  given  it  the  appear- 
ance of  a  map  of  the  world.     The  knives  and  forkf 
were  veterans,  hrigaded  from  difierent  sets  ;   for  no 
two   of  them    wore  tlte  same  uniform^  in  blades, 
handles,    or    shapes.     Dame   Ursula    cooked    the 
potatoes   in    T'lpperarian  perfection  ;    and  by  five 
o'clock,  the  hungry  friends  sat  down,  like  Eneas  ax\i\ 
Achates,    to  make    a    hearty   meal : — after  having 
despatched   the   "  pinguem  ferinam,"    they  whiled 
away  the   time  till    nine   o'clock,   over    their  two 
flagons, 

"  And  jok'd,  and  laugh'd,  and  talk'd  of  former  times." 

Mr.  Burke  has  often  been  heard  to  declare,  that  this 
was  one  of  the  most  amusing  and  delightful  days  of 
his  whole  life. 


s 
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S2;h/,— 1823. 


That  accoinplisbcd  and  elegant  prose  writer, 
Mr.  CoBBiiTT,  in  his  "  Weekly  Register"  of  this 
(late,  favours  the  puhlic  with  a  specimen  of  the 
moderate  estimate  in  which  he  holds  iiis  own 
talents.  He  savs,  "  There  is  a  thorouirh  and 
settled  belief  in  almost  the  whole  nation,  that  / 
understand  its  affairs,  and  that  I  knoxo  hoxv  to  put 
an  end  to  its  calamities  better  than  any  other  inan 


living:'''' 


Mth—lSOS. 


The  Court  of  Common  Pleas,  on  this  morning, 
was  enlivened  by  tlie  following  ludicrous  trial. 

THE    ROPE    DANCER    AND    THE    CONJUROR. 

Friee,  v.  Moritz. 

Mr.  Serjeant  Shepherd  stated  die  plaintiff's 
case :  It  was  an  action,  he  said,  to  recover  ten 
guineas  (being  the  amount  of  salary  for  one  month, 
at  the  rate  of  two  guineas  and  a  half  per  week),  from 
the  defendant,  manager  of  the  Tonpk  of  Apollo, 
in  Cadierine-street,  in  the  Strand.  The  ])laintifFis 
a  lady,  eminent  for  her  abilities  as  a  rope  dancer. 
She  was  wiUi  her  husband  at  Cambridge,  when  the 
defendant  was  exhibiting  his  xconderj'ul  perform- 
ances as  the  Emperor  of  the  Conjurors,  and 
astonishlne:  the  svave  and  learned  members  of  that 
University,  the  dioughtless  and  the  gay,  and,  in  short, 
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every  descriplion  of  persons! — Allured  by  ihe 
splendid  offer  of  an  engagement  for  three  months, 
the  plaintiff  and  his  wife  were  induced  to  come 
to  London,  where,  under  the  high-sounding  title  of 
Signora  Belinda,  this  co7>Ju7-ivff  manager  announced 
his  fair  client  to  the  world  ! — She  performed  ;  and 
the  consequence  was,  that  crowds  ran  to  witness  her 
performance;  the  conjuror  contrived  to  pocket  the 
cash ;  and  the  public  was  pleased  with  his  decep- 
tions. The  plaintiff,  however,  now  complained  of 
a  species  of  deception,  which  he  had  neither  inserted 
in  his  bills,  nor,  indeed,  in  the  agreement  which  he 
had  entered  into  with  her.  He  had  turned  her  from 
the  theatre,  after  performing  two  or  three  weeks, 
and  refused  to  fullil  his  engagement.  The  learned 
gentleman  read  a  variety  of  hand-bills  and  bills 
of  performance.  Among  them  was  one  in  which 
the  defendant  challenged  that  "  lump  of  arro- 
gance^'' Mr.  Ingleby,  (who  had  denominated  himself 
Emperor  of  the  Conju7'ors)  to  a  trial  of  sMll 
in  the  art  of  deceptions,  for  the  sum  of  three  hun- 
dred ffuineas.''''  He  had  not  only  challenged  him, 
liut  had  gone  further,  and  bid  the  world  enter  the 
lists  with  him — a  second  Buonaparte  in  point  of 
decej)tion. — After  making  some  farther  observations, 
he  proceeded  to  prove  his  case,  and  called  evidence 
to  establish  the  facts  of  the  engagement  at  the  stipu- 
lated sum  of  two  guineas  and  a  half  per  week  ; — that 
she  was  ordered  on  the  23rd  of  November  to  quit 
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tlie  theatre,  and  never  come  there  again  ;  and  also, 
that  she  had  offered  her  services  to  fulfil  die  cn- 
ga<renicnt  she  had  entered  into. 

jMr.  Serjeant  Uest,  for  the  defendant,  lamented 
that  the  case  should  not  have  fallen  into  abler  hands 
than  his.     He  was  no  match  for  his  learned  brother 
(Siicpherd)  ;  he  never  attended  these  sort  of  places  ; 
but  his  learned  brother  did,  and  consequently  was 
well  acquainted  with  their  tricl's  and  deceptions  ; 
and  could  of  course  manage  such  a  cause  with  better 
.skiU.    He  had  described  his  client  wrongly — he  was 
not  the  Emperor  of  the  Conjurors,  nor  did  he  wish 
to  be  so  considered — he  was  nothing  more  than  a 
professor   of  the   art   of  conjuration.      "Whatever 
skill   Buonaparte  might  have  in  making  and  un- 
making kings  and  emperors.  Professor  Moritz  did 
not  wish  to  be  put  on  a  footing  with  him  in  that 
respect.     His  was  but  an  humble  deception  of  the 
world  !    With  respect  to  the  present  action,  the  lady 
had  herself  to  thank  for  the  dismissal ;  for  she  had 
dismissed   herself! — Not   only   that,   but   she  had 
thrust  herself  into  the  private  apartment  of  Pro- 
fessor Morit::,  while  he  was  adjusting  with   Miss 
Wood  their  odd  matters,  and  balancing"  accounts  ; 
had  struck  him  with  an  umbrella,  and  abused  him 
in  the  grossest  terms  ;  calling  him  "  a  little  Gsrman 
hurnbug' 1^''  adding,  that  she  would  never  enter  his 
theatre  again,  nor  grace  the  "  Apollonian  Temple"" 
with  her  agile  Jeats.     Under  these  considerations, 
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the  jury  would  have  no  liesitation  in  turning  her 
round,  and  find  a  verdict  for  the  defendant. 

Several  witnesses  were  called  for  the  defendant. 

A  Mr.  Dc7}ham,  one  of  the  vocal  corps,  stated, 
that  Signora  Belinda  had,  late  on  Saturday  evening, 
the  23rd  of  November,  bounced  into  the  room  in 
which  Mr.  Moritz  and  Miss  Wood^  his  partner, 
were  settling  the  accounts  of  the  evening.  That  Mr. 
IVloritz  reqviested  that  she  would  withdraw  for  a  few 
minutes,  as  he  was  engaged.  She  refused,  and  tlien 
he  said,  "  Am  I  not  your  Master,  and  the  Mana- 
ger, and  have  the  right  to  insist  upon  your  leaving 
the  room  .''"  The  Signora  rejoined,  in  warmth, 
"  What !  you  my  Master !  D — n  you  !  you  dirty 
little  German  Humbug !''''  Not  content  with  this, 
she  lifted  up  her  umbrella,  and  struck  the  manager 
twice,  saying  she  would  not  enter  his  theatre  again. 
Mr.  Moritz  told  her,  that  her  wages  were  not  due 
till  Monday ;  that  if  she  would  come  then,  she 
should  have  her  money,  and  never  should  enter  the 
theatre  after  that  night.  He  said  the  lady  was j'^r 
Jeetjive  inches  high. 

Several  witnesses  corroborated  the  statement,  in 
nearly  the  same  words. 

Mr.  Serjeant  Shepherd,  in  the  course  of  his 
reply,  introduced  matter  which  served  to  amuse  the 
audience.  Among  other  observations,  he  said,  that 
the  conduct  of  the  Emperor  was  such,  that  no 
spirited  dame  could  put  up  with  \    There  were  cer- 
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tain  cphliets,  which,  if  applied  to  women,  they  never 
either  forget  or  forgive.  No  woman  Hkes  to  acknow- 
ledge a  master^  especially  if  she  w  ere  in  the  habit 
of  loear'mg  the  breeches  i  Was  it  to  be  wondered 
at,  then,  that  this  lady  should  resent  such  language? 
None,  whatever  station  of  life  they  might  fill,  ap- 
proved of  degrading  terms.  That  the  conjuror  was 
manager,  she  was  ready  to  admit ;  but  to  insult  her 
with  the  epithet  of  master,  was  too  much.  In  ob- 
serving upon  the  testimony  given  respecting  the 
attiick  u})on  the  conjuror,  he  said  that  could  not  be 
seriously  meant,  for  she  had  been  described  as  a 
little  woman,  not  more  xhaxijburjeet  high,  and  the 
conjuror  was  an  athletic  man,  six  feet  high  and 
upwards.  (Moritz,  who  sat  behind  Serjeant  Shep- 
herd, rose  up,  and  said,  "  Here  I  am,  Sir,  at  your 
service !"  This  incident  excited  much  mirth ;  for 
he  appeared  to  be  a  little  man,  not  more  than  Jive 
_fict^  although  possessing  a  pair  of  heavy  shoulders  ! 
Mutual  civilities  passed  between  the  Serjeant  and 
the  Emperor). 

The  learned  Serjeant  then  proceeded,  and  ob- 
served, that  the  Emperor,  however,  was  determined 
that  he  should  not  be  deceived  !  The  exhibition  of 
his  person  was  certainly  Inte  ded  to  do  away  any 
impression  which  the  Jury  might  entertain  of  his 
intention  to  humbug  them!  He  was,  in  fact,  an 
athletic  man  !  After  some  further  observations,  he 
concluded  with  trusting  they  would  find  a  verdict 
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for  his  client,  and  thereby  out-conjure  the  conjuror, 
and  trick  him  at  his  own  tricks  ;  for  this  defence 
was  a  trick  to  defeat  the  plaintiffs  just  demand  ! 

Sir  James  Mansfield  wished  that  this  unfor- 
tunate cause  had  not  been  brought  into  court.  It 
would  have  been  better  for  these  poor  persons  that 
some  friend  out  of  Court  had  undertaken  to  settle 
the  differences.  Actions  of  this  nature  only  served 
the  purpose  of  attornies.  The  learned  Judge 
then  observed  that,  from  the  evidence,  it  was  clear 
that  the  plaintiff  had  discharged  herself.  If  the 
Jury  believed  the  testimony  of  the  defendant's 
witnesses,  they  would  find  a  verdict  for  him.  He 
saw  no  reason  to  doubt  the  evidence,  as  they  agreed 
in  all  the  leading  facts. — Verdict  for  the  defendant. 

28i!A— 1823. 

That  classic  and  correct  actor,  John  Philip 
Kemble,  died  at  Lausanne. 

In  one  of  this  celebrated  tragedian's  visits  to 
Dublin,  he  was  accompanied  by  Powell,  who 
played  what,  according  to  green-room  technicals,  is 
called  second  to  him.  The  play,  on  the  night  in 
question,  was  "  Hamlet." — Hamlet^  Mr.  Kemble ; 
and  Horatio,  Mr.  Powell.  The  night  was  exces- 
sively warm,  and  poor  Powell  very  thirsty ;  he 
requested  one  of  the  servants  to  procure  him  a 
glass  of  rum  and  water,  which  was  immediately 
complied  with,  and  placed  on  the  prompter's  desk, 
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where  the  thirsty  scholar  soon  found  an  opportunity 
of  f;ivinghis  royal  companion  the  slip,  and  repairing 
thither.  The  grog  was  swallowed,  and  iJora^/o  joined 
his  princely  friend,  and  moralised  over  the  mortal 
remains  of  the  defunct  jester,  poor  Yorick  T 

The  glass  was  sent  for  by  the  landlady,  and  on  its 

being  brought  to  her,  what  was  her  surprise  and 

apprehensions,  when,  on  examining  some  odd-looking 

sediment  at  the  bottom,  she  found  (or  fancied)  the 

grog  had  been  made  in  a  glass  containing  an  ounce 

of  red  arsenic  (as  she  called  it),  that  her  husband 

had  jiurchased  to  kill  rats.     Away  she  flew  to  the 

theatre.     In  her  rushing  past  the  door-keeper,  off 

went  her  cap,  and  her  gay  "  (gi'ey)  tresses  sported 

in  the  wind."     Into  the  green-room  she  bounced, 

and  anxiously  incjuired  for  the  gentleman  who  drank 

rum  and  water  out  of  the  glass  she  held  in  her  hand. 

Powell  was  entering  the  green-rooin,  and  heard  the 

inquiry.     "  'Twas  I,  ]Ma''am,  and  what  then?""' — 

"  Was  it  you,  Sir  .''    O  !  Heaven  send  you  an  easy 

death,  Sir  !    For  if  you  are  not  already  dead,  you'll 

die  in  an  hour — your  honour  has  swallowed  poison.'''' 

— "  The   devil   I   have  ! — don't  say   so,    woman," 

(throwing  himself  on  a  sofa).     "  O  dear  !  my  head 

swims;  send  for  a  surgeon — I'm  murdered."     At 

that  moment  was  bawled,  ^^ Horatio,  the  stage  zcaits.'"' 

— "  I  can't  come — I'm  a  dead  man — tell  Kemble, 

I'm  poisoned."     Presently  in  walked  the  great  man, 

"  My  dear  friend,  what's  the  matter  ?" — "  O,  Sir,  I 
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have  swallowed  an  ounce  of  arsenic ;  I  feel  myself 
swelling" :  I  am  a  dead  man."'"' — "  O,  never  mind, 
well  send  for  a  doctor  ;  but,  come  on,  Horatio,  the 
stage  xoaits.'''' — "Sir,  'tis  impossible,  I'm  dying." — 
"O,  cOTie  along,  we  must  not  allow  the  stage  to 
laa'd  ,•"  and  The  Prince  ofDenmarlc  absolutely  bore 
off,  or  rather  bore  on  to  the  stage,  his  poisoned  friend 
and  school -fellow.  Poor  Horatio,  at  every  ir}terval, 
walked  to  the  zcing,  to  inquire  of  the  prompter,  if 
he  did  not  think  he  was  swelling ;  and  again  to 
the  opposite  side,  to  inquire  if  the  doctor  was  come. 
He  now  perceived  there  was  a  smile  playing 
about  the  mouth  of  the  stern  Laertes,  who  was 
waiting  for  his  cue.  Poor  Powell  beffan  to  have 
hopes  there  was  not  the  danger  that  he  feared  of  his 
"  visiting  that  bourne  from  whence  no  traveller 
returns  ;*"  and  his  joy  was  complete  when  he  went 
off,  and  was  informed  that  the  kind-heaited  land- 
lady had  no  grounds  for  the  appi'ehension,  as  the 
red  arsenic  was  nothing  more  than  a  little  red  paint, 
which  one  of  the  supernumeraries  had  thrown  into 
the  glass,  in  his  hurry  to  go  on  after  painting  his 
face  ;  and  that  he  had  done  in  the  interim  of  Hora- 
tio's drinking,  and  the  glass  being  sept  for. 

In  a  provincial  paper,  published  in  this  "  frosty 
month,"  some  years  ago,  appeared  the  two  following 
unique  advertisements  : — 

"  To  BE  sold  by  private  contract. — A  beau- 
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tifulmonJcct/,  a  parrot,  two  spaniels,  and  a  torioise- 
shell  tom-cat y  the  property  of  a  lady,  just  married, 
who  has  no  further  occasion  for  the  same." 

"  Caution^q^Tuavellehs. — TravellciVihouId 
be  careful  to  acliver  their  luggage  to  proper  per- 
sons, as  a  gentleman,  in  alighting  from  a  stage, 
intrusted  his  icif'e  to  a  stranger,  and  has  not  heard 
of  her  since." 

Towards  the  close  of  February,  1824,  appeared 
that  witty  work,  "  Sayings  and  Doings,"  from  which 
we  select  the  following  facetious  gem,  which  will 
lx)rrow  an  additional  sparkle  from  the  ludicrous  and 
cnv  o'cnial  sphere  into  which  we  have  transplanted  it. 

'    THE    HUMBUG    FAMILY. 

Mr.  Humbug  was  a  person  who  sprang  from  the 
soil,  and  was — what  nobody  can  exactly  say.  He 
had  been  in  his  youth  a  bit  of  a  lawyer,  a  bit  of  a 
sailor,  a  bit  of  a  soldier ;  he  was  a  dabbler  in  all 
arts  and  sciences,  a  proficient  in  none.  He  could 
draw,  he  could  sing,  he  could  dance,  play,  etch, 
engrave,  model,  write  sonnets,  take  likenesses,  fish, 
shoot,  hunt,  turn  little  ivory  boxes,  make  alum 
baskets,  carve  and  gild,  and  play  every  game  on  the 
cards;  he  had  an  eye  for  a  horse,  drove  four- 
in-hand,  jumped  higher  than  any  man  in  tlie 
United  Kingdom,  tired  Barclay  in  a  walk,  and  beat 
Bedford  at  billiards — at  least  he  said  he  did. 
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I  remember,  one  day,  seeing  at  Fontainbleau  a 
clock  with  seven  or  eight  dials,  one  professing  to  tell 
the  hour,  another  the  day,  a  third  the  month,  a 
fourtli^ie  moon's  age,  a  fifth  the  year,  and  so  on  ; 
and  tney  were  all  "very  nearly  ?'i^L  but  not  one 
of  them  quite  so.  I  could  not,  at  the  moment, 
help  thinking  of  my  friend  Humbug :  if  half  the 
pains  which  had  been  taken  with  this  toy,  had  been 
bestowed  upon  so  much  of  the  machinery  as  was 
merely  necessary  to  the  well-going  of  any  one  of  these 
dials,  an  object  would  have  been  attained,  the  thing- 
would  have  been  perfect,  and  we  should  have  had 
the  advantage  of  deriving  correct  information  from 
it  as  far  as  it  went :  but  the  application  being 
diversified,  and  so  many  qualities  sought  for,  the 
consequence  was,  both  to  the  man  and  the  machine, 
that  they  professed  to  do  every  thing,  and  succeeded 
in  doing  nothing  perfectly. 

It  was  truly  the  case  with  Jack  Humbug:  his 
knacks  and  tricks,  and  turnings  and  manoeuvrings, 
and  talents,  if  you  will,  were  so  incongruous,  so 
sketchy,  so  oddly  assorted,  and  so  ill-arranged,  that 
they  were  to  liis  mind  mucli  the  same  as  the  motley 
coat  is  to  Harlequin's  body — a  collection  of  patches 
of  excellent  materials,  whimsically  stitched  together, 
to  make  their  wearer  as  ridiculous  as  possible. 

Jack  had  the  advantage  of  a  remarkably  good 
person ;  and  that,  with  the  aid  of  his  nicknackeries, 
perfect  good-humour,  and  a  smattering  of  houdoxr 


FEBRUARY.  55 

wit,  procured  him  the  affections  of  Lady  Honoria 
Dawdle,  the  only  daughter  and  heiress  of  a  noble 
Earl,  now  no  more  :  she  was  beautiful  and  a  fool, — 
she  thought  him  beautiful  and  a  conjuror,  and 
eloped  with  her  young  swain  before  she  was  of  age. 

Her  friends,  perceiving  that  the  step  was  taken, 
Instead  of  crying  out,   and  exclaiming  against  the 
affair,  very  prudently  consoled  themselves  with  the 
reflection,  that  she  "  might  have  done  worse,""  and 
determined,  rather  than  affect  to  dislike  a  marriage 
which  they  could  not  dissolve,  to  do  every  thing  in 
their  power  which  might  add  to  thfe  consequence 
and  respectability  of  the  person  to  whom  she  was 
united ;  and  give  him,  if  possible,  an  importance 
worthy  of  one  of  themselves,  which  he  then  was, 
and  which  he  had  not.     Thus,  in  his  matrimonial 
project,   he  may  be   thought  to    have    succeeded 
entirely ;  but  not  so,  for  although,  jvhen  his  dear 
Honoria  came  of  age,  he  found  himself  possessed 
of  a  life-interest  in  about  twenty  thousand  pounds 
per  annum,  still  there  was  an  earldom  in  remainder, 
which  was  encumbered  with  two  conditions: — First, 
that  the  nephew  of  Lady  Honoria  should  die  with- 
out issue — and  secondly,  that  he.  Humbug,  should 
have  a  son  upon  whom  the  honour  might  devolve. 
Here   he  failed:  he  had  been  blessed  with  three 
daughters,  but  no  male  heir  had  gratified  his  expec- 
tations or  his  vanity. 


56  THE    GOOD-FELLOW''S    CALENDAR. 

Lady  Honoria  was  an  excessively  weak  woman, 
and,  as  is  usually  the  case,  an  excessively  vain  one. 
She  was,  without  exception,  the  most  sentimental 
creature  that  ever  existed :  and,  like  Fielding's 
Huncamunca,  shuddered  at  a  gross  idea.  She  had 
been  a  beauty,  and  the  worst  of  the  matter  was,  that 
she  could  never  forget  it;  and  neither  published 
caricatures,  nor  consequent  rheumatism,  could  in- 
duce her  at  flfty-iive  to  heighten  her  tucker,  curtail 
her  ringlets,  or  lengdien  her  petticoats ;  and  the 
garb  in  wliich  her  mind  was  arrayed  was  coeval 
with  that  in  which  she  clothed  her  person. 

Love,  romantic  love,  that  particular  sort  of  love 
which  lives  in  a  cottage,  and  breakfasts  upon  a 
]\Iay-morning  breeze,  Avas  the  usual  theme  of  her 
conversat'oii ; — she  Avas  full  of  romantic  enthusiasm 
about  moonlight,  and  perfect  abhorrence  of  worldly 
views.  Her  favourites  were  "  all  heart,""  and  "  all 
mind,"  and  "  all  soul."  She  wrote  verses,  and 
would  read  poetry  with  a  twanging  affectation  to 
her  friends,  and  emp'iasse  the  beauties.  She 
would  melt  into  tears  at  a  piece  of  music  she 
remembered  to  have  heard  played  by  a  friend  who 
had  been  dead  thirty-four  years ;  she  treasured 
a  rose-bud  in  a  box  Avhich  somebody  told  her  grew 
in  the  garden  of  the  house  where  Petrarch  was 
said  once  to  have  lived ;  and  she  had  an  album,  and 
scrap-books;    and  moreover,   and    above   all,    was 
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extremely  fond  of  flirting  ; — being,  by  the  way, 
considered  by  those  who  knew  her  best,  somewhat 
jealous  of  her  own  daughters  in  that  line. 

The  girls  were  all  exceedingly  foolish,  but  none 
of  them  in  their  niother"'s  way. 

Jack  Humbug  himself  was  a  kind  indulgent 
father,  and  a  fond-enough  husband,  considering  it 
was  a  love-marriage — for,  dreadful  as  the  truth  is, 
and  scolded  as  I  shall  be  by  the  Humbugs  for 
saying  so,  I  have  never  seen  a  run-away  match  turn 
out  well ;  ;md  I  have  noted  down  a  good  many  in 
my  common-place  book. 

Humbug's  disposition  greatly  resembled  his  wife's 
in  one  respect : — he  affected  never  to  feel  the  ap- 
])roach  of  age  ;  he  kept  on  jumping  as  he  had  done 
when  he  was  a  stri])ling,  after  he  had  attained  the 
age  of  fifty-six,  end  wlien  a  leap  over  a  dwarf 
ottoman,  with  a  run  of  the  rug's  length,  was  a  feat  in 
which  he  was  bafHed  nine  times  out  of  ten.  He 
never  could  be  persuaded  to  save  his  money,  or  his 
constitution ;  but  betted,  with  the  most  hardened 
braverv,  that  he  would  take  fences  and  clear  gates, 
over  which  no  possible  effort  of  his  own  could  carry, 
or  even  scramble  him  ;  and  always  gave  some  excel- 
lent reason  for  his  failure  "  that  time,"  though 
most  assuredlv  not  the  rioht  one. 

He  woi'ehis  clothes  in  the  extreme  of  the  reigning 
fashion,  whatever  it  might  be,  or  however  ill-suited 
to   his   figure;    a    wig  a    hi    natiO'cJJc,  nearly  the 
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colour  of  his  whiskers,  but  not  quite — a  waistcoat 
intended  for  a  slim  figure,  and  a  hat  meant  for  a 
boy.  His  manners,  too,  Avere  extremely  juvenile — he 
was  always  alive,  always  got  tlie  first  of  every  thing ; 
the  first  fizgig  from  Germany  was  in  his  possession 
— nobody  ever  did  Cardinal  Puff  before  him  ; — in 
sliort,  by  his  own  account,  he  was  perfectly  wise, 
perfectly  learned,  perfectly  clever,  perfectly  fashion- 
able, perfectly  happy,  and  perfectly  young  at  fifty- 
six  ;  but  every  body  who  knew  Jack,  and  heard  his 
stories,  knew  perfectly  well  what  Humbug  really 
was. 

Charlotte,  the  youngest,  was  blue, — deep  blue, 
and  you  could  taste  the  Prussic  acid  even  in  her 
conversation  ;  it  was  full  of  killing  pedantry  and 
pitiable  affectation :  she  was  as  silly  as  her  sisters ; 
but  having  bored  herself  to  death  to  learn  Latin 
and  Greek,  felt  herself  authorised  to  surfeit  her 
friends  with  the  half-ripe  fruits  of  her  labours.  She 
had  many  fluttering  beaux  hovering  round  her  fifty 
thousand  pounds,  but  the  arts  of  the  savante 
drove  them  all  away,  one  after  another  ;  so  that 
whatever  desire  the  young  linguist  might  have  had 
to  conjugate,  the  world  seems  to  think  she  never  had 
an  opportunity  of  declining'. 

In  short,  fj-om  the  oldest  to  the  youngest,  from 
the  father  down  to  Charlotte,  they  were  all-decided 
Humbugs. 


MARCH. 

At  the  coinmencement  of  this  month,  the 
theatres  generally  present  the  lovers  of  harmony 
with  "  Okatorios;""  notiiing  affords  an  opportunity 
hke  one  of  these  musical  performances  for  that 
Exquisite^  a  Box  Lohhij  Lounger,  to  be  seen  to 
peculiar  advantage  ;  and  in  case  of  our  pages  being 
honoured  with  a  perusal  by  one  of  these  H'lgltflycrs, 
we  present  him  with  a  choice  code  of  instructions, 
selected  from  a  print  of  great  celebrity  in  its  day. 

"  Having  gone  through  (says  this  experienced 
Tyro,)  the  usual  routine  of  the  day,  as  a  Bond 
Street  Lounger,  a  Park  L.ounger,  and  a  Cqffec- 
Iiouse  Lounger,  in  which  several  important  stations, 
I  may  hereafter  give  you  some  useful  instructions, 
prepare  for  the  Theatre  ;  the  last  scene  but  one  in 
which  you  are  to  exhibit  till  the  next  morning; 
luckily,  this  preparation  requires  little  trouble ;  it 
consists  merely  in  having  your  half-hoots  re-cleaned, 
and  putting  a  little  fresh  icalnut-jmcc  on  your  face. 
Thus  you  are  ready  to  personate  a  gentleman  : 
for  the  old  practice  of  dressing  for  the  theatre  is 
done  away  with ;  and  a  man  who,  some  years  ago, 
would  have  been  stared  at  as  a  clown,  not  to  say 
an  indecent  figure,  in  the  two-shilling  gallery,  is 
now  quite  the  tippf/  for  the  boxes.  Uo  not  forget 
to  take  with  you  the  stick  which   has  ornamented 
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your  hand  the  wliole  day ;  and  this  stick,  I  need 
not  tell  you,  ought  to  be  short,  thick,  crooked,  and 
full  of  knobs  and  snags  :  in  short,  just  such  a  stick 
as  you  would  expect  to  find  upon  the  most  des- 
perate-looking footpad  that  Avas  ever  brought  to 
Bow-street.  There  is  somctliing  so  graccfvUy 
characteristic  in  this  stick,  that  it  forms  an  impor- 
tant article  in  the  fashionable  accoutrements  of  a 
Lobby  Lounger,  and  must,  by  no  means,  be  neg- 
lected. Take  care  never  to  be  seen  with  what  is 
erroneously  called  a  handsome  cane  with  tassels  ;  it 
costs  a  great  deal  of  money,  and  is  not  half  so 
genteel ;  indeed,  the  Lour.ger  ought  to  be  caned 
that  uses  it. 

"  With  this  valuable  ar\d  striJcinff  piece  of  timber 
in  your  hand,  about  nine  o'clock  repair  to  the 
Theatre ;  you  will  see  the  half-price  people  going  in ; 
but  do  you  remain  behind,  till  you  suppose  the 
fourth  act  has  commenced  :  then  stalk  through  the 
lobbies,  setting  down  your  foot  so  firmly,  and  at 
the  same  time  thumping  the  door  with  your  stick  so 
stoutly,  that  the  attention  of  the  people  in  the  lower 
boxes,  and  perhaps,  of  some  in  the  upper,  may  be 
diverted  towards  the  lobby,  in  order  to  see  zoho  is 
coming.  Call  loudly  to  the  boxkeeper ;  and  v.hen 
he  has  opened  one  door,  and  you  have  enjoyed  the 
stare  of  the  company  in  that  box,  bang'  the  door  to 
again  as  hard  as  you  can,  and  recall  the  boxkeeper 
to  open  another ;  and  thus  you   may  da  capo  this 
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musical  entree, — this  overture  of  your  appearance, 
as  long;  as  you  please ;  or  ^vllile  it  will  produce  the 
effect  of  giving  you  an  air  of  consequence,  and  you 
can  possihly  hear  any  body  say  "  Who  is  it?" 

You  are  now  to  determine  on  the  box  in  which  to 
take  your  station,  and  this  is  no  light  maittcr.  Cast- 
ing your  eyes  carefully  round,  giving,  at  the  same 
time,  a  very  consequential  and  terriHc  frown,  you 
will  observe  several  groupes  o^  female  lotingers,  the 
terror  of  the  timid,  and  the  delight  of  men  of  spirit, 
like  you.  If  you  discover  among  them  one  more 
distinguished  than  the  rest  for  Amazonian  manner, 
and  extravaganza  of  dress,  especially  if  she  attracts 
the  attention  of  the  audience,  and  still  more  if  she 
be  interrupting  it,  make  j'our  way  instantly  to  her, 
no  matter  whom  you  may  disturb,  and  begin  some  of 
those  profound  and  critical  observations  on  what  is 
])assing,  which  usually  distinguish  your  tribe.  But 
take  care  to  talic  loud  enough  ;  and  be  extremely 
cautious  in  tzco  particulars—^//;-*/,  not  to  sit  down  ; 
and  secondly/,  not  to  pull  your  hat  off.  If  you  are 
civilly  rc(iuested  to  do  both,  by  any  of  those  queer 
ones  that  come  to  see  the  play,  and  who,  you  will 
observe,  are  interested,  (and  it  is  a  poor  })lay  that 
does  not  interest  in  the  fourth  act)  cast  upon  them 
a  look  of  pity,  or  rather  of  contempt,  and  just  inti- 
mate that  you  are  goino- ;  but  continue  to  address 
your  Amazonian  in  a  louder  tone,  and  express  your 
astonishment  that   any   body  can   have  patience  to 
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sit  out,  such  a  bore  !  It  is  very  probable  you  may  be 
again  requested  to  cease  your  interruption.  And 
now  comes  a  nice  question,  whether  you  shall  com- 
ply, by  withdrawing,  making  as  much  noise  as  you 
can,  and  hanging  the  door  after  you  ;  or,  whether 
you  shall  be  highly  offended,  and  create  disturbance 
sufficient  to  stop  the  performance  ?  The  most  ad- 
visable is  the  latter  method  ;  it  will  inevitably  pro- 
duce an  exchange  of  cards,  and  your  name  will  be 
trumpeted  in  the  next  morning's  papers  ;  a  gratifi- 
cation for  which  any  man  may  reasonably  risk  his 
life  ;  not  that  you  run  any  risk  ;  for  none  but  one 
of  your  own  sort  will  thus  far  lionour  you.  A  man 
of  real  courage  and  a  gentleman  has  but  one  way  of 
treating  a  Lohhij  Lounger,  whom  he  may  deem 
impertinent ;  and  that  is,  by  quietly  taking  hold 
of  the  handle  of  his  Jace,  yclept  the  nose,  and 
peaceably  leading  him  out  of  the  box  into  the  lobby ; 
where  the  Lohhj  Lounger,  being  on  his  own  ground, 
may  bluster  and  fight — if  he  dare,  and  be  not  inter- 
rupted by  that  kind  of  kick  which  has  been  observed 
to  j)r()duce  the  most  pacific  effects.  You  will, 
therefore,  always  be  watchful  of  the  company  you 
may  intend  to  honour  with  a  display  of  your  fashion 
and  consequence,  and  make  good  use  of  your 
physiognomical  acquisitions. 

But,  as  in  all  other  affairs  you  may  best  carry 
your  point  by  a  Confederacy,  preconcert  every  thing 
with  a  brother  lounger,  and  you  may  both  acquit 
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yourselves  with  "  eclat"  disturb  the  audience  with 

*'  striking  effect^'"  interrupt  the  performance  "./a- 

viousJy,^''  and  flourish  in  the  newspapers  '•  to  admi- 

raticni.''''     Of  tliis  I  can  safely  say,  '■'■  prohatum  est,'''' 

which  you  must  know  is  Latin  for  a  "  d d  good 

tiling^ 

"  If,  however,  it  so  happens,  that  either  mal-ac- 

cident,  or  your   own    discretion — for,    as    Fcdstaff 

says,  "  the  better  part  of  valour  is  discretion'''' — has 

prevented  any  ^rantZ  occurrence  taking  place  during 

tlie  play,  you  have  various  opportunities,  the  lobby 

rooms  especially,  and  even  in  passing  out  of  the 

Theatre,  of  applying  your  skill  in  the  prod  uction  of 

what  may  redound   to  your  fame,  and  distinguish 

you  in  the  imperishable  annals  of  the  "  Lou7iger's 

Calendar.'''' 

7//i— 1795. 

Thp:  following  Advertisement  is  copied  verbatim 
from  a  Jamaica  paper : — 

'■^Kingston,  March  I,  1795. 

"  IIALF-A-JOE    REWARD. 

"  Walked  away,  about  a  month  ago,  a  Negro 
wench,  named  Prudence ;  she  is  of  the  Eboe  coun- 
try, a  yellow  complexion,  round  chubby  face,  goggle 
or  full  eyes,  has  lost  several  of  her  fore  teeth,  is 
short,  lively,  and  active,  a  great  thief,  speaks  quick 
and  tolerable  good  English  ;  is  one  of  the  black 
Parson  Lisle''s  congregation  ;  she  is  marked  on  both 
shoulders  and  the  left  cheek  11.  L. ;  had   a  collar 
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about  her  neck,  chain  and  lock,  as  a  punishment  for 
her  trying  to  entice  a  man  away  the  second  time ; 
she  is  capable  of  very  great  deception  ;  she  lards 
almost  every  word  with  '  plase  God/'  or  some 
pious  expression,  and  will  thieve  at  the  same  time. 

"  It  is  likely  she  will  endeavour  to  pass  as  free  ; 
she  formerly  belonged  to  Mary  Roberts,  and  lately 
to  Sarah  Osborn;  she  has  been  twenty  years  in  the 
town  of  Kingston,  and  about  fourteen  months  in  the 
country.  "When  she  left  Kingston  she  secreted  a 
quantity  of  her  clothes  v/ith  some  of  her  tribe ;  if 
gone  there,  she  will  be  able  to  change  her  dress. 
Is  well  acquainted  in  Spanish-town,  and  many  other 
parts  of  the  island  ;  she  possesses  a  great  share  of 
the  '  holy  goggle,**  that  is,  throwing  up  her  eyes, 
and  calling  upon  every  thing  that  is  sacred,  even 
when  stolen  goods  have  been  found  upon  her.  She 
lately  ran  away,  and  was  taken  np.  Whoever  ap- 
prehends her  a  second  time,  and  lodges  her  in  any 
workhouse  or  goal  in  this  Island,  shall  be  entitled  to 
the  above  reward,  and  all  reasonable  charges,  on 
application  to  Linwood  and  Nicoll,  Merchants,  in 
Kin.o-ston ;  or  the  Subscriber,  at  Wakefield,  in 
Cedar  Valley,  St.  George's. 

"  ROBERT  LOOSELY. 

"  N.B.  All  masters  of  vessels  are  hereby  cautioned 
against  carrying  her  off;  and  all  persons  found 
harbouring  iier,  will  be  prosecuted  witli  the  utmost 
jigour  of  the  law." 
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Ql'een  Amxf,  announced,  in  the  Royal  Gazette, 
her  intention  io  touch  pubhcly,  for  the  Evil.  She 
Avas  the  last  upon  the  list,  of  our  Sovereigns,  who 


exercised  this  miraculous  gift. 


\lth. 


St.  Patrick's  Day — a  Day  tolerably  correctly 
kept  in  Ireland,  and  by  most  of  the  worthy  natives 
of  the  Sister  Isle  in  riiis  country.  We  could  fill  a 
moderately-sized  volume  with  details  of  Baccliana- 
lian  exploits,  performed  by  the  votaries  of  the  Saint, 
and  the  sincere  worshippers  of  Whiskey  on  that 
day  ;  but  they  are  all  so :  inferior  to  what  was  done 
in  that  way  by  one  Bakry,  who  resided  formerly  at 
Macroom,  in  the  South  of  Ireland,  that  we  decline 
the  relation,  and  present  our  readers,  instead,  with 
the  Adventures  of — 

BARRY    OF    MACROOM. 

Oh  !  what  is  Toby  Flannigan,  or  what  is  Jem  Squa- 
bash,  [a  dash, 

Or  all  who  e'er  in  Punch-drinking  by  luck  have  cut 

jComparcd  to  that  choice  hcrt)  who  doth  my  praise 
consume, — 

I  mean  the  boast  of  Ireland,  brave  Barry  of  IMa- 
croom. 
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It  was  a  Summer's  morning,  when  Barry  shone 
most  gay,  [day  ; 

And  had  a  choice  assemblage  to  dine  with  him  that 

And  to  himself  he  murmur'd,  it  shall  be  my  happy 
doom,  [Barry  of  Macroom. 

To  shew  my  guests  there''s  none  can  match  brave 

The  dinner  was  dispatched,  and  they  brought  four 

gallon  jugs  [bellied  mugs  ; 

Of  Whiskey-punch,   and   after   it,    six  huge  big- 
And  soon  all  'neath  the  table  lay,  that  did  the  drink 

consume,  [croom. 

Except  the  boast  of  Ireland,  brave  Barry  of  Ma- 
Then  Barry  rose,  and  proudly  said,  "  By  Judy  I'll 

go  down  [our  gay  town  ; 

And  call  into  each  '^  Whiskey  store"  that  smiles  in 
And  lots  of  Whiskey-punch  I'll  give  to  paviour  and 

to  groom, 
If  they'll  come  up,  and  drink  it  with  brave  Barry 

of  Macroom." 

Well,  Barry  went,  and  brought  with  him,  a  choice 

hard-drinking  set. 
As  at  a  noisy  Punch-table  on  wedding-day  e'er  met ; 
And  soon  upon  the  floor  clean  was  seen  their  lowly 

doom, 
While  like  a  giant  fresli  and  strong,  rose  Barry  of 

Macroom. 
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Then  Barry  went  unto  his  wife,  and  to  his  turtle 
said,  [now  I'll  go  to  bed, 

"  ]My  dear,    I've  now  drunk  Punch  enough,   and 

But,  as  I  may  be  thii'sty  soon,  just  make  me  to 
consume,  [of  jMacroom." 

Three  gallon  jugs  of  Punch  quite  weak,  for  Barry 

Brave  Barry  he  got  very  ill,  his  malady  was  such, 
It  sprung  from  drinking  Whiskey-punch,  too  little 

or  too  much. 
And  sickness,  night  and  morning,  did,  like  any  fiend 

consume,  [Macroom. 

The  worn  and  wasted  carcase  of  brave  Barry  of 

The  doctors  they  declared  all,  that  Punch  he  must 

give  o'er,  [drink  no  more ; 

And  but  two  gallons  drink  each  day,  or  soon  he'd 

And  then  the  roses,  springing  wild,  would  cast  their 

loved  perfume,  [Macroom. 

Above  the  turf  that  sepulchcr'd   brave    Barry  of 

Now  Barry  thought  this  treatment  was  miglity  hard 
to  bear,  [kind  of  fare ; 

And  grumbled  as  each  day  he  quaff \l  his  hcrmit- 

But  lived  for  many  merry  yeai's  the  A\'hiskey  to  con- 
sume. 

And  proved  the  Prince  of  Punch-drinkers,  was 
Barry  of  Macroom. 


68  THE    good-fellow's    CALENDAR. 

Captain  Uubro,  of  "  The  Caroline''''  frigate, 
was  a  star  of  nearly  equal  magnitude,  in  the  glorious 
hemisphere  of  drink.  We,  therefore,  introduce  him 
to  our  readers,  without  further  ceremony  or  loss  of 
time. 

As  the  Caroline  frigate  was  just  setting  sail. 
Before  a  fine  breeze,  from  the  port  of  Einsale, 
As  bold  as  a  beggar,  as  drunk  as  a  lord. 
Old  llubro,  the  captain,  came  stagg'ring  on  board. 

He  raged  like  a  bear,  fore  and  aft,  through  the  ship, 
Till  over  the  cable  his  hap  was  to  trip ; 
And  his  ballast  being  much  over-light  for  his  sail. 
Right  over  the  bow  in  the  ocean  he  fell. 

» 

Now  Rubro  had  got,  as  you  may  well  suppose, 
By  drinking  of  braidy  a  very  fine  nose — 
A  n<»sc  such  as  rarely  is  seen  between  eyes, 
A  nose  that  resembled  a  trumpet  in  size. 

This  nose  being  red,  it  so  shone  in  the  dark. 
That  it  quickly  attracted  the  eyes  of  a  shark  ; 
And  the  shark  being  pretty  well  up  to  his  trade. 
To  make  sure  of  the  nose,  he  bit  off  the  whole  head. 

Just  then  father  Neptune  emerged  from  the  sea. 
And  eyeing  the  body,  thus  gravely  said  he  : 
• "  Ah,  ]iubro  !  you"'vemet  with  the  punishment  due. 
For  you  drank  all  the  grog,  and  gave  none  to  the 
crew . 
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"  IMay  your  fate  be  a  warning  to  low  and  to  high 
Ne'er  to  guzzle  too  much,  when  a  neighbour  is  dry  ! 
May  it  teach  them  how  leal-tj  is  Life's  fickle  barJc, 
How  slippery  the  decks,  and  that  Death  is  a  shark.'"'' 

m  si— ISQl. 

The  following  pleasant  anecdote,  pleasantly  told, 
is  extracted  from  a  French  Paper  of  this  date : — 

A  man  of  imposing  figure,  wearing  a  large  sabre, 
and  inmiense  mustachios,  arrived  at  one  of  the  prinl 
cipal  Inns  of  a  provincial  City,  accompanied  with  a 
female  of  agreeable  shape  and  enchanting  mien.     He 
alighted  at  the  moment  that  dinner  was  serving  up 
at  the  table  Whole.     At  his  martial  appearance  all 
the  guests  rose  with  respect ;  they  felt  assured  that  it 
must  be  a  Licutenant-General,  or  a  Major-General  at 
least.    A  new  Governor  was  expected  in  the  province 
abol^t  this  time,  and  every  body  believed  that  it  was 
he  who  had  arrived  incognHo.  The  Officer  of  Gendar- 
merie gave  him  the  place  of  honour,  the  Comptroller 
of  the  Customs,  and  the  Receiver  of  Taxes  sat  bvthe 
side  of  Madame,  and  exerted  their  wit  and  gallantry 
to  the  utmost.     All  the  tit-bits,  all  the  most  exquisite 
wines,  were  placed  before  the  fortunate  couple.     At 
length  the  party  broke  up,   and  every  one  ran  to 
report  through  the  city  that  IVIonsieur  the  Governor 
had  arrived.     But,   oh !    what  was  their  surprise, 
when  the  next  day  his  Excellency,  clad  in  a  scarlet 
coat,  and  his  august  companion,  dressed  out  in  a 
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gown  glittering  with  tinsel,  mounted  a  small  open 
calash;  and,  preceded  by  some  musicians,  went  about 
the  squares  and  public  ways,  selling  Swiss  Tea  and 
Balm  of  !Mecca.  How  shall  we  describe  the  fury  of 
the  guests  !  They  go  and  complain  to  the  Mayor,  and 
demand  that  the  audacious  quack  should  be  com- 
pelled to  lay  aside  the  characteristic  mark  of  the 
brave.  This  prudent  magistrate  assembled  the  com- 
mon council ;  and  those  respectable  persons,  after  a 
long  deliberation,  considering  that  nothing  in  the 
charter  forbad  the  citizens  to  let  their  beards  grow 
on  their  upper  lip,  dismissed  the  complaint  alto- 
gether. The  same  evening  the  supposed  Governor 
gave  a  serenade  to  the  complainants ;  and  the  next 
day  took  his  leave,  and  continued  his  journey  amidst 
the  acclamations  of  the  people;  who,  in  small  as 
well  as  in  great  cities,  are  very  apt  to  become  pas- 
sionately fond  of  charlatans. 

24^7^—1773. 

Lord  Chesterfield,  whose  "  glorious  and  im- 
mortal memory"  ought  ever  to  be  drank  with  gra- 
titude by  the  polite  world, — died. 

Soon  after  this  celebrated  Earl  was  made  a 
member  of  the  Cabinet,  a  place  of  great  trust  became 
vacant,  to  which  the  Earl  and  the  Duke  of  Dorset 
recommended  two  very  different  persons.  His 
Majesty  (George  the  Second)  contended  for  his  own 
recommendation,  with  much  warmth ;  and  finding 
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he  was  not  likely  to  succeed,  left  the  council-chamber 
in  great  anger,  protesting  he  "would  be  obeyed."  The 
King  having  retired,  a  violent  contest  ensued ;  but 
at  length  it  was  carried  against  His  IVIajesty,  lest  he 
should  expect  the  same  implicit  obedience  on  other 
occasions,  which  might  rise  into  a  dangerous  prece- 
dent.    The  difficulty  now  was,  who  should  wait  on 
the  King,  in  his  present  humour,  with  the  grant  of 
the  office  for  his  signature, — a  task  which  fell  to  the 
lot  of  Lord  Chesterfield.     As  his  Lordship  expected 
to  find  the  King  very  little  disposed  to  execute  the 
business,  he  prudently  took  care  not  to  incense  him, 
by  abruptly  making  the  request;   but  asked,  with 
great  hiunility,  with  whose  name  His  Majesty  would 
be  pleased  to  have  the  blanks  filled  up? — "  With 
the  d — I's  !"''  answered  the  King,  with  all  the  vehe- 
mence  of   passion.      "  And    will   your   Majesty," 
coolly  replied  the  earl,  "  permit  the  instrument  to 
run  as  usual —  To  our  trusty  and  7ceU-beIoved  cousin 
and  counsellor  f   The  King,  laughing  very  heartily, 
immediately  put  his  hand  to  the  appointment ;  and 
related  to  every  bod}-^  the  success  with  which  the 
Earl's  ^vit  had  attacked  his  ill-humour, 

25^/i— 1823. 

The  Surry  Institution  closed.  Thirteen  years 
previous  to  this  event,  "  The  General  Evening 
Post"  very  Tcindly  favoured  its  readers  with  the 
following  invaluable  Directions  to  the  Gentlemen 
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"who  frequent  the  RotjoI,  London,  and  Surry  In- 
stitutions. 

1.  When  you  enter  the  room,  take  up  and  throw 
down  as  many  of  the  Books  and  Pamphlets  as  you 
can  lay  hold  of,  and  with  as  much  noise  as  possible. 

2.  If  you  see  any  gentleman  intent  on  reading, 
stand  as  much  between  him  and  the  light  as  you 
can;  especially  if  he  be  elderly,  or  not  likely  to 
resent  it. 

3.  If  you  have  occasion  to  go  in  and  out  of  any 
of  the  rooms  ten  times  in  a  day,  never  shut  the  door 
behind  you ;  and  if  you  find  any  gentleman  get  up 
to  shut  it,  go  out  again  as  soon  as  possible,  that  he 
may  be  obliged  to  get  up  a  second  time. 

4.  If  you  get  hold  of  three  or  four  Newspapers  or 
Pamphlets,  lean  over  the  table,  so  as  to  keep  them 
out  of  sight ;  and  when  you  hear  them  called  for, 
enjoy  the  fun. 

5.  Draw  your  chair  close  to  the  fire,  sitting  with 
your  back  to  the  company.  If  Tom  and  Dick  are 
with  you,  let  them  do  the  same — it  will  keep  the 
room  cool,  particularly  in  winter. 

6*.  If  there  are  three  or  four  of  you  in  a  groupe, 
talk  rather  loud,  where  the  custom  is  that  there 
should  be  no  talking  at  all.  By  this  means  the  com- 
pany will  be  obliged  to  listen  to  you,  instead  of 
reading  what  you  may  denominate  "  a  parcel  of 
d d  musty  Books." 

7.  If  you  call  for  any  Books,  let  them  be  those 
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only  which  have  prints  and  ornaments,  which  you 
may  toss  about  as  if  tliey  were  common  trumpery, 
and  scratch  tlie  fine  bindinos. 

8.  Where  you  have  nobody  to  talk  to,  yon  must 
learn  to  whistle,  which  is  an  admirable  substitute  ; 
and,  besides,  shews  a  musical  ear. 

9-  If  you  perceive  any  gentleman  writing,  you  may 
first  stare  him  in  the  face  as  broadly  as  possible 
every  time  he  looks  off  his  paper ;  and  as  you  bustle 
by,  there  will  be  no  great  harm  in  looking  at  what 
he  is  writing,  this  will  display  a  curiosity  truly 
laudable. 

10.  In  all  your  visits  and  studies,  keep  down  the 
man  of  good  manners  as  much  as  possible,  and  ex- 
hibit, in  preference,  the  troublesome  and  pert  cox- 
comb, being  the  character  which  you  can  perform 
most  in  nature. 

31*^—1821. 

'Twas  on  the  thirty-first  of  March,  the  night  was 

rather  chilly. 
The  good  ship  "  Tat,"  of  the  «  Cove  of  Cork,"  lay 

off  the  rocks  of  Scilly ; 
The  Captain,  he  was  thinking  of  the  dear  land  he 

was  born  in, 
And  ruminated  o'er  his  grog,  till  night  was  nearly 

morning : 
O  !  the  land — the  dear  land  he  was  thinkino-  of; 
O  !  the  grog — the  sweet  grog  he  was  drinking  of. 

£ 
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He  sipp'd  and  sipp'd  his  seventh  glass,  as  long  as  it 

would  hold  out ;  [cold  out ; 

Then  quaff 'd  a  pint  of  undiluted,  just  to  keep  the 

And  having  freed  himself  from  doubts  of  his  getting 

from  the  vapour  ill,  [of  Af)ril : 

He  deemed  "'twas  time  to  go  to  bed,  for 'twas  the  first 

O  !  the  heaviness  that  weigh'd  upon  his  peepers — 

For  Captain  Sullivan  he  was  the  soundest  of  all 

sleepers. 

In  the  "  twinkhng  of  a  bed-post"  the  weather  grew 
unruly,  [burnt  bluely ; 

The  chamber  smelt  sulphureously,  the  candles  they 
The  Captain's  whiskers  both  shot  out  sparks  of  elec- 
tricity ;  [master,  is  it  he  ?''" 
The  cat  stared  wildly,  as  to  ask — "  O  !  my  poor 
O  !  the  accumulated  horrors  of  the  moment, — 
Words  could  never  paint  it,  so  superfluous  is  com^ 
ment. 

First  came  a  flash  of  forked  lightning,  then  a  clap 

of  thunder ;  [and  under : 

The  Captain  felt  an  earthquake  shock  both  over  him 

His  senses  clean  abandon'd  him,  'twixt  listening  and 

gazing  ;  [amazing : 

And  he  fell  into  a  deadly  swoon,  both  awful  and 

O  !  for  assafcetida,  hartshorn,  salts,  or  ether. 

Or  somebody  to  tickle  well    his  nostrils  with  a 

feather. 
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When  swooning  Captain  Sullivan  recovered  from  his 

fainting-fit,  [painting  fit ; — 

His  whey  face  for  any  thing  was  more  than  for  a 

His  teeth  began  to  chatter,  cliatter — his  knees  to 

knock  together,  [weather ; 

Heart  to  roll  from  side  to  side,  like  porpus  in  wet 

And  his  little  cabin  smelt  so  fishy  and  so  salmony, 

It  made  his  stomach  feel  as  queer  as  if  he'd  taken 

scammony. 

Close  to  the  table  were  four  chairs,  besides  the  one 

he  sat  upon,  [his  cat  upon  ; 

And  a  little  stool  beside  the  firc^,  the  which  had  been 

No  longer  empty  Avere  the  seats,  but  occupied  all 

four  of 'em ;  [see  no  more  of 'em ; 

He  saw  the  strangers'  heads  and  arms,  but  couldn't 

For  their  legs,  if  legs  they  had,   were  hid  below 

the  table,  [as  they  were  able. 

And  they  look'd  as  if  they  meant  to  speak,  as  soon 

The  first  of  tliem  was  like  an  ape,  with  high  cheek- 
bone and  ugly  ;  [nose  of  pug  lie ; 
His  nose  lay  flat  upon  his  cheek,  as  you've  seen  the 
His  eyes  the  colour  of  dead  sprats — his  ivories  were 
tusky  ;  [and  husky  ; 
His  voice, "untuned  to  melody,"  was  croaking, liarsii. 
His  hands  and  visage  seem'd  to  be,  by  the  glimmer 
of  the  candle.                     ,  [mandel. 
In  colour  like  the  tawny  wood  you  get  from  Coro- 
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The  second  was  not  beautiful,  but  then  she  was  a 

female —  [the  male ; 

Of  her  we  speak  more  tenderly  than  bound  to  do  of 

Her  hair  was  green  like  bullrushcs,  and  fell  adown 

her  shoulders,  [the  beholders ; 

And  she  combYl  and  put  curl-papers  in  it,  spite  of 

Her  stays  she  then  amused  herself  with  lacing  and 

unlacing,  [face  in. 

And  occasionally  took  a  glass  to  see  her  pretty 

The  gentleman  then  waved  his  hand,  but  first  put 

on  his  cock''d  hat,  [at ; 

An  indecorum  polish''d  Captain  Sullivan  was  shocked 

Then  with  a  phiz  as  grave  and  starch  as  if  to  preach 

a  sermon,  [a  Merman. 

He  said,  "  Your  servant.  Captain  Sullivan,  Sir,  I'm 

This,  Sir,  is  my  lawful  wife,  the  queen  of  all  the 

Mermaids,  [Captain,  her  maids." 

The  sovereign  of  coral  rocks,   and  these,   good 

"  A  Mermaid  !"  squalFd  the  Captain ;  "  I  have  heard 

of  such  an  odd  fish, —  [cod-fish  ; 

A  kind  of — sort  of — as  it  were,  half  woman  and  half 

My  lad,  your  nonsense  won't  do  here, — you've  not  a 

fool  to  talk  to  ;  [where  you'll  walk  to." 

And,  if  you  don't  sheer  off,  my  buck,  I'll  shew  you 

"  To  prove,  Sir,"  quoth  the  Merman,  "  that  we  do 

not  mean  to  gammon,  [was  a  salmon. 

Look  at  my  tail:"  by  Jove,  he  did,  and  found  it 
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"  Your  business,  Mr.  Fish-and-flesh — I  pray  you, 

Sir,  what  is  it  [visit  ? 

That  gives  to  Captain  Sullivan  the  honour  of  your 

Will  you  take  a  cup  of  any  thing,  or  will  your  wife 

or  daughter, —  [and  water, — 

A  glass  of  rum,  or  whiskey  punch,  or  a  little  gin 

A  noggin  of  good   cherry-bounce,  as  sweet  as 

sugar-candy  ;  [brandy  ?" 

Or  smoke  a  pipe,  and  sip  between  a  gill  of  ale  or 

Quoth  Merman,   "  YouVe  a  gentleman ;   but,  Sir, 

we  do  not  dare  it ;  [wouldn't  bear  it : 

Our    stomachs   here   are   so-so-ish, — perhaps   they 

"We  feed  on  other  sorts  of  things,  beneath  the  briny 

waters, —  [alligators ; 

We  suck  sea-serpent's  eggs,  and  drink  the  milk  of 

And  as  for  smoking  them  there  things,  we  havn't 

got  the  knack  how ;  [pipes  nor  'bacco. 

And  another  thing's  against  it  too — we've  neither 

*'  We've  come  to  ask  a  favour  of  you  and  your  men, 
good  Captain, —  [dropt  in  : 

In  letting  go  the  anchor,  sir,  our  chimney  it  has 
A  pai-ty  came  to  dine  with  us,  and  'twas  indeed  pro- 
voking, [smoking  ; 
It  overturn'd  our  cockle-soup,  and  set  the  chimney 
So  prithee,   Captain  Sullivan,  weigh  your  anchor 
quickly,                               [vo"  feel  sea-sickly. 
Or  we'll  raise  a  storm  about  your  ears,  will  make 
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With  that  the  party  bobbed  adieu,  and  sidled  to  the 

billow,  [pillow ; 

Commending  Captain  Sullivan  to  seek  his  downy 

Then  smootliM  their  scales,  and  grinn*'d  a  grin,  and 

with  a  graceful  motion,  [into  the  ocean  ; 

They  flapp'd  their  arms,  and  curtseying,  tltree  popp''d 

Tlhcjburth,  the  Captain  cauglit  by  the  fin,  and 

stopp'd  her,  willy  nilly,  [diHy. 

And  "'tis  the  very  Mermaid  you  may  see  in  Picca- 


In  this  month  (1817),  a  very  corpulent  gentleman, 
a  Lieutenant  of  tlie  Royal  Navy,  applied  to  the  Lord 
Mayor  of  London,  under  the  following  circum- 
stances. He  stated,  that  the  lady  of  the  house 
where  he  lived,  her  daughter,  and  several  of  the 
lodgers,  had  conspired  to  deprive  him  of  his  ex- 
istence, by  means  of  "  electricity  and  the  attractive 
power ;"  that  they  had  utterly  deprived  him  of  his 
ancle-bones,  the  knobs  of  his  wrists,  and  had  super- 
induced a  consumption.  His  Lordship  remarked, 
that  his  appearance  by  no  means  warranted  that 
conclusion ;  but  he  assured  his  Lordship,  that  his 
rotundity  was  occasioned  by  their  contrivances,  and 
that  it  consisted  entirely  of  inflammable  matter; 
that  they  had  cut  three  setons  in  his  neck,  bled  him 
four  times  on  the  arm  with  lancets,  and  seven  times 
on  the  forehead  with  leeches ;  and  that  the  young 
lady  had  applied  the  attractive  power  with  so  much 
violence,  as  to  extract  two  of  his  teeth,  which  teeth 
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he  produced  in  court,  in  corroboration  of  the  fact !  ! 
The  poor  gentleman,  at  the  same  time,  handed  up  a 
voluminous  written  statement  of  his  grievances,  and 
concluded  by  claiming  the  protection  of  his  Lord- 
ship. 

The  Lord  Mayor  remarked,  that  he  did  not  see 
how  he  could  interfere  with  the  atin-active  powers  of' 
the  young  lady,  though  she  had  used  them  with  such 
strong  effect. 

The  Lieutenant  said,  it  was  not  against  this  par. 
ticular  family  only  that  he  had  to  complain,  but 
that  multitudes  were  in  the  habit  of  tormenting 
him  with  a  tube  and  a  spring,  and  other  vile  con- 
trivances ;  and  it  was  lamentable  and  scandalous  to 
see  a  great  Nation  conspiring  against  an  individual 
who  had  served  his  Country  in  so  many  battles. 


APRIL. 

"  April-Fool's  Day."  The  French,  as  well 
as  the  English,  pla}-  off  their  Jtwctiw  on  this  ex- 
hilirating  morning.  In  the  following  instance,  how- 
ever, the   badinage  was  carried  a  little  too  far: — 

"  At  Paris,  on  the  1st  of  April,  1817,  a  young 
lady  pocketed  a  watch  in  the  house  of  a  friend.  She 
was  arrested  the  same  day,  and   taken  before  the 
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correctional  police,  when,  being  charged  with  the 
fact,  she  said  it  was  an  April  trick  (un  pohsson 
d'Avril.)  She  was  asked  whether  the  watch  was  in 
her  custody  ?  Slie  denied  it ;  but  a  mecsenger  was 
sent  to  her  apartment,  and  it  was  found  on  the 
chimney-piece.  Upon  which  the  yourig  lady  said, 
she  had  made  the  messenger  un  po'isson  (TAvr'tl^  ('  an 
April  fool.')  The  pleasantry,  however,  did  not  end 
so  happily,  for  the  young  lady  was  jocoaely  recom- 
mended to  remain  in  the  house  of  correction  till  the 
1st  of  April,  1818,  and  then  to  be  discharged  as 
'  un  paisson  d'AvriV  " 

The  following  facetious  diary  of  a  gentleman's 
adventures,  who  spent  the  whole  of  the  day  in 
question  in  making  "  April  ^ fools ^"^  will,  it  is  to  be 
hoped,  induce  many  of  our  readers  to  follow  so 
notablcand  laudable  an  example. 

April  1,  8  A.M. — Looked  ovUof  bed-room  window 
into  Gracechurch-street,  and  called  "  Sweep""  to  a 
boy  with  a  soot  bag.  Saw  him  stop,  look  about 
him  at  the  corner  of  White  Hart  Cpurt,  and  then 
walk  on.  Halted  him  three  times  in  the  same  way. 
Tried  a  fourth,  and  popped  my  head  out  at  the 
wrong  moment.  Boy,  in  a  great  passion,  threw  a 
turnip,  which  broke  me  a  half-crown  pane,  and 
woke  my  wife.  Swore  I  knew  nothing  about  it, 
and  sneaked  down  to  breakfast. 

9  A.  M. — Went  to  table  drav/er  and  slily  pocketed 
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three  lillle  lumps  of  alabaster.  Returned  and  took 
my  seat  at  breakfast-table,  as  if  nodiing  iiad  hap- 
pened. Put  alabaster  at  the  top  of  blue  sugar 
bason,  and,  to  ray  great  delight,  saw  Kitty  put  one 
into  each  of  the  children's  cups.  Children  ham- 
mered, and  pushed,  and  wondered  sugar  would  not 
melt.  Tiiought  I  should  have  died :  three  of  my 
best  silver  tea  spoons  bent  as  crooked  as  rams'" 
liorns.  Very  demure  when  IMrs.  Gander  came 
down  to  breakfast.  Never  attack  wife ; — (iiar- 
pooners  have  some  reason  for  not  meddling  with 
a  certain  species  of  whale,  as  being  too  fierce).  So 
savs  Guthrie"'s  Givimmar. 

10  A.  M. — Went  behind  counter  to  serve.  Asked 
Jack  ^Mitten,  my  foreman,  if  any  body  had  blacked 
his  face.  Jack  answered,  "  Not  to  my  knowledge," 
and  went  to  looking  glass.  I  replied,  "  Nor  to 
mine  either."  Laughed  very  much,  but  Jack  did  not 
see  much  in  it.  Sam  Snaffle,  the  driver  of  the  Clap- 
ham  coach,  looked  in  to  know  what  were  booked. 
Told  him,  one  inside,  a  lady,  to  take  up  at  Seam's 
manufactory,  this  side  the  Elephant.  Saw  him  set 
oft",  one  short,  and  thought  I  should  have  died. 
Took  pen,  ink,  and  paj)er,  and  wrote  a  letter,  as  if 
from  Dobbs,  the  druggist,  to  Lawyer  Lynx,  telling 
him  to  arrest  Shuffle,  the  shoemaker,  for  SS/.  10.*. 
goods  sold  and  delivered.  Gave  it  to  ticket-porter, 
and  told  him  Lynx  would  jiay  the  porterage. 

11  A.  M. — Went  back    into   the   shop    to  serve. 

E  5 
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Sold  a  white  cotton  night-cap  to  an  exciseman,  and 
told  him  it  was  the  fellow  to  six  others  which  I  had 
parted  with  to  half  a  dozen  other  gentlemen,  who 
were  to  set  ojfF  on  a  journey  from  the  Old  Bailey 
to-morrow  morning  at  eight  o'clock.  He  did  not 
seem  to  see  much  in  it,  but  I  laughed  amazingly. 
Saw  Jack  Mitten  serving  a  lady  Avith  a  red  elastic 
purse,  at  the  other  counter.  Took  up  a  newspaper, 
and  read,  loud  enough  for  her  to  hear,  "  Dreadful, 
depravity  !  an  Irish  fruit  woman  in  Dyot-street, 
St.  Giles's,  scraped  her  child  to  death  with  an  oyster 
shell."  Lady  screamed,  and  went  into  hysterics. 
Gave  her  a  glass  of  water,  and  told  her,  "  it  was  a 
shame  that  oyster-shells  were  suffered  to  lie  about 
the  streets."  Thought  I  should  never  have  done 
laughing. 

12. — Sent  Molly  to  Spa  Fields  to  see  a  live 
radical.  Told  her  to  buy  me  a  straight  hook,  in  her 
way  home,  at  Peter  Pull-gilPsj  in  Crooked  Lane. 
Told  her,  I  should  also  want  a  glass  ink-horn  ;  and 
that  a  male  Mermaid  was  expected  to  swim  down 
Fish-street  Hill  at  two.  Wife  overheard,  and 
called  me  an  old  fool.  Did  not  see  much  in  it,  but 
Molly  laughed. 

1  r.  M. — Asked  Jack  Mitten  who  was  the  father 
of  the  sons  of  Noah  ;  where  Moses  was  when  the 
candle  was  blown  out ;  and  which  was  most,  lialf  a 
dozen  dozen,  or  six  dozen  dozen.  The  poor  fellow 
could  not  answer  one  of  them.     Took  the  steps, 
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climbed  up  slily  to  the  clock,  and  pushed  the  hands 
two  hours  forwarder.  Heard  wife,  who  caught  a 
glance  of  it,  rail  at  the  cook  for  not  putting  down 
the  leg  of  mutton,  telling  her  it  only  wanted  an  hour 
of  dinner-time.  Clock  struck  a  hundred  and  one  : 
found  I  had  done  mischief,  and  stole  away  to  Elicot 
to  get  him  to  repair  it. 

52  p.  M. — Took  a  turn  upon  'Change.  Told 
Hothschild,  I  hoped  he  liked  Colombian  bonds. 
Did  not  much  like  his  looks,  so  stole  away,  and 
entered  the  rotunda  of  the  Bank.  Buzz,  the  broker, 
asked  me  to  hold  his  umbrella,  while  he  went  to  sell 
two  thousand,  at  73  5-8ths.  Dropt  two  handfuls 
of  saw-dust  into  his  umbrella.  On  his  return, 
walked  out  with  him  into  Bartholomew  Lane. 
Luckily  rained  hard ;  Buzz  flirted  open  his  um- 
brella over  his  head,  and  covered  himself  with  saw- 
dust. This  made  me  laugh  till  I  cried.  Buzz 
threw  back  a  handful  of  saw-dust  into  my  left  eye ; 
this  made  me  cry  till  I  laughed. 

3  p.  M. — Looked  in  at  Batson's.  Talked  with 
Bluefist,  tlie  broker,  about  indigo,  sassafras,  gum, 
oakum,  and  elepliants'  teeth.  Called  for  pen,  ink, 
and  paper:  wrote  a  letter  from  Jolter,  inviting 
Scraggs  to  dine  off  a  fine  hare  and  sweet  sauce : 
ditto,  vice  versa  ;  Scraggs  to  Jolter,  to  dine  off  real 
turtle.  Gave  waiter  a  shilling  to  take  bodi  letters  ; 
and  be  sure  not  to  tell.  Took  a  walk  over  London 
Bridge  to  Horsemonger  Lane   Sessions.     Looked 
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over  sessions  paper,  and  saw  indictment,  "  The 
King  against  O'Bludgeon  ;""  about  thirty  off.  Went 
into  fi'ont  yard,  and  bawled  out,  "  The  King  against 
O'Bludgeon  is  just  called  on."  Such  a  rush  of  bar- 
risters, bar-keepers,  and  witnesses  into  court !  Two 
apple-barrows  upset,  and  barrister''s  wig  trampled 
under  foot  Roared  out  "  April  fools."  Dodged  off 
through  Guy's  Hospital,  and  walked  homeward 
chuckling.  Halted  on  London  Bridge.  Tide  running 
up.  Looked  through  balustrades  towards  Custom 
House :  clasped  my  hands  in  agony,  exclaimed — 
"  They''ll  every  one  of  them  be  drowned,''  and  ran 
across  to  look  through  balustrades  on  opposite  side. 
Mob  in  a  fever  ;  all  traffic  at  a  stand  still :  hundreds 
of  necks  craned  out  to  peep  at  the  sufferers.  Bawled 
out  "  April  fools,"  and  dodged  round  one  of 
Meux's  drays.  Butcher's  boy  saw  me,  and  gave 
the  view  halloo.  Scudded  off  to  Bridge-foot,  mob 
at  my  heels :  ducked  into  Tower-street ;  slid  up 
St.  Mary's  Hill ;  entered  Cannon-street :  upset  a 
kit  of  pickled  salmon,  and  brushed  into  a  hackney 
coach,  which  conveyed  me  home — hit  in  two  places, 
and  covered  with  mud.  Changed  clothes :  went  out 
again,  determined  to  be  more  wary.  Entered 
Auction-mart  at  corner  of  Throgmorton-street. 
Chucked  fruit  woman  under  chin,  and  went  up  to 
auction-room.  Saw  Gab,  the  auctioneer,  mount 
pulpit.  Took  a  stand  at  farther  corner  of  room,  and 
tried  my   tongue  at  ventriloquy.      Beat  Mathews 
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hollow.  Bid  in  seven  different  voices  from  various 
parts  of  the  room,  and  saw  Gab  knock  down  seven 
articles  to  seven  innocent  bystanders,  viz.  a  fowling- 
piece  to  a  fat  ^vidow  ;  a  })air  of  stays  to  a  ward 
deputy  ;  a  ^\g  to  a  ^vaitin<>;-wonmn :  CKeefe's 
works  to  a  NJethodist  parson;  a  complete  set  of 
John  Bull  to  Alderman  Wood  ;  a  Greek  gi-ammar 
to  a  stock-broker ;  and  a  Chapel  of  Ease  to  a 
servant-maid  of  all  work. 

4  p.  ji. — Dinner.  Asked  Jack  IMitten  to  take  a 
glass  of  sherry,  and  poked  vinegar  cruet  into  his 
paw.  Made  him  sputter  out  lic^uid,  like  lion's 
head  at  Aldgate  pump.  Swore  it  was  all  his 
own  doing,  and,  for  once,  got  believed.  Told 
wife  I  had  been  at  Batson's;  was  asked  by  her 
wliat  news  ?  Answered,  the  French  had  taken  um- 
brao-e.  "  More  fools  the  Spaniards,"  replied  Mrs. 
Gander,  "  for  not  fortifying  it  better."  Noise  at  front 
door.  Sam  Snaffle  in  a  line  taking  at  my  hoax  in 
t!ic  morning  ;  swore  he  would  not  quit  the  house  till 
I  had  paid  him  for  his  one  inside  :  paid  him  eighteen 
pence,  and  as  he  threatened  to  have  me  "  pulled 
up,'^  gave  him  another  shilling  to  drink  my  health. 

5  p.  M. — Polite  note  from  Lawyer  Lynx,  telling 
n)e  that  hoaxing  an  attorney  was  felony  at  common 
law,  and  that  he  meant  to  indict  me  at  the  ensuing 
Old  Bailey  Sessions,  unless  I  paid  costs  in  ])obbs  v. 
Shuffle,  according  to  enclosed  account.  Perused 
bill ;    '*  Attending  plaintiff  by  appointment,  wlien 
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he  asked  me  how  I  did — six  and  eight  pence : 
attending,  answering  him,  pretty  middling — six 
and  eight  pence,  &c.  &c. ;  total,  fifteen  pounds 
eighteen."  Damned  all  pettifoggers,  and  gave 
bearer  a  check  for  the  amount.  Muffin-rnan  with 
bell :  bawled  out,  "  Muffins  !"  and  bobbed.  Aimed 
at  Perrywinkle  with  a  pea-shooter ;  and  chalked 
"  Mangling  done  here,""  upon  Slice,  the  Surgeon's 
window  shutter.  Visit  from  a  bowing,  and  head-bob- 
bing waiter  from  the  "  City  of  London  Tavern  :" 
"  Beg  pardon,  Sir,  but  here's  the  bill,  Sir."  "What 
bill !"  "  Mr.  Jolter,  Sir,  and  Mr.  Scraggs,  Sir, 
them  as  you  April-Pooled  this  morning,  met  and 
compared  notes.  Sir  ;  knew  your  hand  ;  went  to  my 
master's  tavern  together,  "  City  of  London,"  Sir; 
ordered  your  own  dinner.  Sir  ;  turde  and  roast  hare 
for  two,  Sir,  and  told  me  to  bring  you  the  bill, 
Sir."  Swore  I  would  not  pay  it:  looked  out  of 
window,  and  saw  Jolter  and  Scraggs  walking  up  and 
down  by  the  Wandsworth  coach  stand,  and  flourish- 
ing a  brace  of  horsewhips.  Set  it  down  for  no  joke, 
and  told  waiter  to  call  to-morrow  for  his  m.oney. 

6  r.  M. — Tea  and  toast.  Determined  to  play  the 
fool  no  more,  not  quite  approving  of  the  expense. 
Put  on  velvet  cap  and  slip])ers.  Made  a  leg  arm 
chair  for  little  Nancy.  Wife  busy,  reading  "  Dr. 
Kitchener's  Cookery;"  and  Laetitia  deep  in  "Feveril 
of  the  Peak,"  with  her  legs  up  on  the  sofa.  Rat-a-tat 
at  front  door,  loud  enough  to  wake  the  defunct  Sir 
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Thomas  Grcsham.  Rattle  and  slap  of  a  hackney 
coach  step. — Hearts  sunk  withni  us.  Rustling  of 
silk  gown  on  the  stii.:.  Little  Nancy  dispatched 
as  a  light  troop,  to  watch  the  enemy's  motions ; 
rushed  back,  exclaiming  with  an  awful  face,  "  Mrs. 
Deputy  Kilderkin."  General  scramble  to  hide 
objectionablcs ;  buttered  toast,  piled  up  like  planks 
in  a  deal  yard,  chucked  into  the  cupboard.  "Peveril" 
canted  into  the  coal  scuttle ;  bowl  of  brown  sugar 
carefully  crammed  into  table  drawer,  and  best  lump 
substituted ;  Lcetitia's  legs  put  perpendicular,  and 
Wife's  vinegar  visage  varnished  with  a  proper  coat- 
ing; of  sweet  oil  to  s^'cct  visitor.  Parlour  door 
opened  ;  enter,  Mrs.  Deputy  Kilderkin. 

7  P.  M. — Bows  and  smiles.  Coffee  and  hard 
rusks.  Found  we  had  been  hoaxed.  Card,  in 
wife's  name,  inviting  !Mrs.  Kilderkin,  apologising 
for  short  notice,  but  mentioning  that  Mr.  Bochsa 
aiul  his  thirteen  harps  could  not  be  had  on  any 
other  evening.  Suspected  Alderman  Arrowroot, 
and  vowed  to  be  even  with  him  this  day  twelve 
months.  Listened  to  a  deal  of  hioh  life  from 
Mrs.  Kilderkin  and  daugliter  Laetitia.  Comparative 
merits  of  Miss  Taylor  of  the  Circus,  and  IVIiss 
Brunton,  of  the  West  London  :  glass  curtain  at  the 
Cobourg :  IMr.  and  jNIrs.  Fitzwilliam :  monthly 
assemblv  at  the  Horns,  Kenninn-ton  :  the  new  turn- 
pike  in  the  Borough  Road,  and  what  a  different 
thing  Trinity    Square   was  from   old  Tower  Hill 
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Nodded  assent  with  my  cyer,  shut :    wife  kicked  my 
shins  tc  keep  me  awake. 

8  p.  M.-— Music,  ]VIrs.  Ifilderkin  and  Lsetitia 
went  through  the  orthodox  routine.  Mrs.  Kil- 
derkin swore  she  had  no  voice,  and  La^titia  only 
wished  she  had  half  so  good  a  one.  Laetitia  vowed 
she  could  not  finger  a  note ;  and  Mrs.  Kilderkin 
said,  if  she  could  only  play  a  quarter  as  well,  she 
should  think  herself  a  finished  performer. — Preli- 
minaries thus  adjusted,  both  sat  down  together,  and 
thumped  "  Overture  to  Lodoiska,"  till  the  poor 
piauo  tremWed  on  its  legs. 

9  P.  M. — Whist.  Wife  and  I  against  Lastitia 
and  Deputy's  lady.  Head  running  upon  take-in  of 
tavern  bill :  missed  deal  with  queen  of  diamonds  at 
bottom :  wife  kicked  my  left  shin. — Second  deal : 
at  my  old  tricks :  asked  Mrs.  Kilderkin,  if  she  had 
heard  the  news  ?  Answered,  "  No  ;  what  news  ?" 
Told  her  that  "  Ferdinand  had  dissolved  the  Cortes 
in  hot  water."  Played  a  spade,  and  tliought  it  was  a 
trump :  another  kick  from  wife.  Licked  my  thumb 
to  deal  better,  and  got  a  third  kick. 

10  r.  M. — Whist  afi^aln ;  seats  changed  to  change 
luck.  Long  dispute  between  Mrs.  Kilderkin  and 
Mrs.  Gander ;  the  one  asserting  that  Lord  Byron 
should  never  marry  a  daughter  of  hers,  and  the 
other,  that  he  should.  Head  bothered  by  Beppo, 
Mazeppo,  and  Alep])o.  Trumped  my  partner's 
lead.     Fourth  kick  from  wife,  luckily  intercepted 
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by  Mrs.  Kilderkin's  off-ancle.  Wife  begged  pardon. 
Another  rat-tat-tat,  and  another  rattle  and  slap  from 
hackney  coach  step,  announced  the  arrival  of  ]\!rs. 
I>epaty"'3  equipage :  bows  and  courtesies ;  shawls, 
simpers,  and  ceremonious  exit;  I\Irs.  Kilderkin 
vowing,  Yvidi  a  yawn,  that  she  had  never  past  a 
pleasanter  evening. 

11  P.M. — Bed  candles.  One  made  by  me,  con- 
sisting of  a  round  pole  of  cut  turnip,  tipped  with 
charcoal,  unluckily  selected  by  my  wife.  Much  poking 
with  snuffers  before  the  trick  was  detected — Glance 
of  vengeance;  exit  wife  up  stairs,  husband  following. 

12  ¥.  M. — Listened  to  curtain  lecture  fifty-nine 
minutes,  and  then  fell  asleep. 

lO^A— 1820. 
In  a  newspaper  of  this  date  which  edifies  the  sun- 
burnt residents  of  one  of  our  West  India  Islands, 
is  inserted  the  following  specimen  of— 

A    FUNERAL    SERMON,    rREACHEI>    BY    SAJI    QUACO, 
A  BLACK  CLEUGY.AIAN,  NATIVE  OF  JAMAICA. 

A  man  dat  bon  ob  a  woman,  hab  not  long  time  to 
lib;  he  troble  ebery  day  too  much :  he  grow  up  like  a 
plantin — he  cut  down  like  a  banana. — Pose  tie  man 
do  good,  he  get  good  ;  pose  de  man  do  bad,  he  get 
bad  :  pose  he  do  good,  he  go  to  de  place  call  him 
Glolio,  where  Goramity  stans  upon  a  top,  and  Deb- 
bie on  a  bottom  ;  pose  he  do  bad,  he  go  to  de  place 
call  him  Hell,  where  he  mot  burn  like  a  pepper-con ; 
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he  call  for  a  drink  of  wara,  no  man  give  him  a  drop 
of  wara  to  cool  him  dam-tongue.  Tan  breren,  you 
know  one  man  dey  call  Sampson,  he  kill  twenty 
tousan  Philistans,  wid  de  jawbone  Jack  morass.  Tan 
you  know  tora  man,  call  Jonas  he  swallow  Whale : 
he  mugin,  be  hell  ob  a  fellow  for  fish :  and  tora 
man, ,  he  name  King  George,  he  lib  at  tora  side 
a  wara ;  he  hab  a  ting  on  the  head,  call  him  Crown 
— a  grand  ting — all  same  corn  basket ;  So  breren, 
Goramity  bless  you  all.  Amen. 

J5^A— 1776. 

Rev.  John  Granger,  author  cf  the  "  Biogra- 
phical History  of  England,"  died. 

In  the  year  1773,  he  published  a  sermon  on 
"  The  Nature  and  Extent  of  Industry,"  which  hs 
dedicated  to  his  parishioners,  in  the  following  dedi- 
cation. "  To  the  inhabitants  of  the  parish  of  Ship- 
lake,  who  neglect  the  service  of  the  church,  and 
spend  the  Sabbath  in  the  worst  kind  of  idleness^  this 
plain  sermon,  which  they  never  heard,  and  probably 
will  never  read,  is  inscribed  by  their  sincere  well- 

Avisher  and  faithful  minister,  James  Granger." 
t 

16^/i— 1776. 
The  following  matrimonial  advertisement,  which 
exceeds,  in  our    opinion,  any  thing  ever  before  or 
since  made  public,  appeared  in  the  "  Public  Adver- 
tiser" of  this  date : — 
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"  A  Gentleman  ^vho  hath  filled  two  succccdhig 
seats  in  rarliament,  is  nearly  sixty  years  of  age, 
lives  in  great  splendour  and  hospitality,  and  from 
whom  a  considerable  estate  must  pass  if  he  dies  with- 
out issue,  hath  no  objection  to  marry  any  widow  or 
single  lady,  provided  the  party  be  of  genteel  birth, 
polite  manners,  and  five,  six,  seven,  or  eight  months 
advanced  in  her  pregnancy. — Letters  addressed  to 

Brecknock,  Esq.  at  Will's  Coffee  House,  facing 

the  Admiralty,  will  be  honoured  with  due  attention, 
secrecy,  and  every  possible  mark  of  respect." 

The  above  is  taken  from  the  celebrated  Captain 
Grose's  collection  of  Advertisements,  published  in 
178-3,  from  which  amusing  volume  we  also  add  the 
following,  extracted  from  the  "  Daily  Advertiser"" 
of  1777  :— 

"  Matrimony. — Wanted,  by  a  young  gentleman 
just  beginning  house-keeping,  a  lady,  between 
eighteen  and  twenty-five  years  of  age,  with  a  good 
education,  and  a  fortune  not  less  than  5,000/. ; 
sound  wind  and  limb,  five  feet  four  inches  w  ithout 
her  shoes  ;  not  fat,  nor  yet  too  lean  ;  a  clear  skin  ; 
sweet  breatli,  with  good  set  of  teeth  ;  no  pride,  nor 
affectation ;  not  very  talkative,  nor  one  that  is 
deemed  no  ccold ;  but  of  a  spirit  to  resent  an 
affront ;  of  a  charitable  disposition ;  not  over  fond 
of  dress,  thoufjh  alwavs  decent  and  clean ;  that 
will  entertain  her  husband's  friends  with  affability 
and  cheerfulness,  and  prefer  his  company  to  public 
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diversions  and  gadding  about ;  one  who  can  keep 
his  secrets,  that  he  may  open  his  heart  to  her  with- 
out reserve  on  all  occasions ;  that  can  extend 
domestic  expenses  with  economy,  as  prosperity 
advances,  without  ostentation;  and  retrench  them 
with  cheerfuhiess,  if  occasion  should  require. 

"Any  lady  disposed  to  matrimony,  answering 
this  description,  is  desired  to  direct  for  Y.  Z.  at  the 
Baptist's  Head  Coffee-House,  Aldermanbury. 

*'  N.B.  None  but  principals  will  be  treated  with, 
nor  need  any  apply  that  are  deficient  in  any  one 
particular:  the  gentleman  can  make  adequate 
return,  and  is,  in  every  respect,  deserving  a  lady 
with  the  above  qualifications." 

One  of  the  most  amusing,  however,  in  the  collec- 
tion, and  which  the  Captain  declares  was  written  by 
the  Mayor  of  one  of  our  Universities,  soliciting 
subscriptions  for  the  purchase  of  a  fire-engine,  v»'e 
cannot  refrain  from  transcribing,  on  account  of  the 
originality  of  style,  and  forcible  reasoning,  displayed 
by  the  "  worshipful"  author  : — 

"  Whereas,  a  multiplicity  of  dangers  are  often- 
incurred  by  damage  of  outrageous  accidents  by  fire ; 
we,  v/hose  names  are  undersigned,  have  thought 
proper  that  the  benefit  of  an  Engine,  bought  by  us, 
for  the  better  extinguishing  of  which,  by  the  acci- 
dents of  Almighty  God,  may  unto  us  happen,  to 
make  a  rate  to  gather  benevolence  for  the  better 
propagating  such  useful  instruments." 
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George  Frederick  Cooke,  the  celebrated  tra- 
gedian, born. 

This  extraordinary  and  highly-gifted  individual, 
who  took  such  uncommon  pains  to  shorten  his  ex- 
istence, and  destroy  his  talents,  has,  by  his  eccen- 
tric and  13ac(;hanalian  freaks,  furnished  the  lovers 
of  facetious  ana,  with  a  series  of  vagaries  almost 
unparalleled. 

Cooke  appears  to  have  found  a  very  faithful 
biographer  in  the  gentleman  who  concocted  the  two 
octavo  volumes  of  his  hfe,  as  he  details  his  drunken 
adventures  and  half-drunken  witticisms  in  the  most 
candid  and  captivating  manner  imaginable;  so  much 
so  that  we  are  really  fearful  new-fledged  tragedians — 
"  Richards"  and  "  lagos'' — in  swaddling-clothes, 
may  be  induced  to  do — 

"  As  jovial  Cooke,  whose  thirsty  soul 
Quaff'd  inspiration  from  the  bowl, 

Whene'er  his  heart  did  falter  ; — 
His  grief  and  joy,  his  love  and  ire. 
Were  born  of  Bacchus  ;  and  their  fire 

Were  stolen  from  his  altar.'"* 

The  celebrated  Charles  Mathews,  when  very 
young  in  his  profession,  belonged  to  the  Dublin 
Company,  and  lodged  in  the  same  house  with 
Cooke.     One  night,  after  play  and  farce,    in   the 
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latter,  INIathcws  having  played  Mordccai,  to  Cooke's 
Sir  Archy,  and  to  the  satisfaction  of  the  veteran, 
was  invited  by  him  to  take  supper  in  his  room, 
tete-a-tete,  and  drink  wliiskey  punch.  This  high 
honour  was  gratefully  received  and  accepted  by  the 
young  comedian,  who  anticipated  both  pleasure  and 
instruction  from  the  society  of  the  celebrated  actor. 
Supper  over,  and  Cooke's  spirits  elevated,  the  fa- 
tigues of  the  evening  were  forgotten  :  he  was  pleased 
with  his  young  companion,  whose  tongue,  freed 
from  all  shackles  by  the  smoking  liquor,  glibly 
poured  forth  those  praises  which  Cooke's  superior 
talents  prompted.  One  jug  of  whiskey  punch  was 
quickly  emptied  ;  and  while  drinking  the  second, 
George  Frederick,  in  his  turn,  begins  to  commend 
young  Mathews : — 

"  You  are  young,  and  want  some  one  to  advise 
and  guide  you ;  take  my  word  for  it,  there  is  no- 
thing like  industry  and  sobriety — Mrs.  Burns  ! 
another  jug  of  whiskey  punch,  Mrs.  Burns — you 
make  it  so  good,  Mrs.  Burns ;  another  jug." 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Cooke." 

"  In  our  profession,  my  young  friend,  dissipation 
is  too  apt  to  be  the  bane  of  youth  ;  —  villanous 
company,  low  company,  leads  them  from  studying 
their  business,  and  acquiring  that  knowledge  which 
alone  can  make  them  respectable." 

Thus  he  proceeded,  drinking  and  uttering  advice 
(not  the  less  valuable  because  in  opposition  to  his 
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own  practice),  and  assuring  IMathews  of  his  pro- 
tection, instruction,  and  all  his  influence,  to  forward 
his  views,  while  the  whiskey  punch,  jug  after  jug, 
vanished ;  and  with  it  all  semblance  of  the  virtues 
so  eloquently  praised.  Though  maddened  by  the 
fumes  of  the  liquor,  the  chain  of  his  ideas  continued 
still  unbroken  ;  and  he  began  a  dissertation  on  the 
histrionic  art,  proceeding  from  first  principles  to  a 
detail  of  the  mode  of  exhibiting  the  passions,  with 
a  specimen  of  each  by  way  of  illustration. 

It  is  impossible  to  describe,  but  the  reader  may 
perhaps  imagine,  the  ludicrous  effect  of  this  scene. 
The  power  of  the  whiskey,  operating  in  diametric 
opposition  to  the  will,  on  his  strong  and  flexible  fea- 
tures, produced  contortions  and  distortions,  of  which 
he  was  insensible,  while  Mathews  sat  gazing  with 
astonishment,  and,  at  times,  in  an  agony,  from  the 
effort  to  restrain  his  risible  faculties  ;  but  to  add  to 
his  torture,  Cooke  began  to  question  him,  after  each 
"  horrible  face,"  as  to  the  meaning  of  it,  or  the  pas- 
sion expressed.  Mathews,  totally  in  the  dark  as 
to  Coolie's  meaning,  made  every  possible  mistake; 
and  when  set  right  by  Cooke,  excused  himself  by 
charging  his  stupidity  on  the  whiskey. 

"  There  !— what's  that  r 

"  Very  fine,  Sir." 

"  But  what'is'w.?'" 

"  O — anger — anger,  to  be  sure." 

"  To  be  sui'c  youVe  a  blockhead — Fear !  fear.  Sir !" 
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But  when  the  actor,  after  making  a  hideous  face, 
compounded  of  Satanic  malignity  and  the  brutal 
leering  of  a  drunken  satyr,  told  his  pupil  that  that 
was  love,  poor  Mathews  could  resist  no  longer, 
but  roared  with  convulsive  laughter. 

Cooke  was  surprised  and  enraged  at  this  rude- 
ness in  his  young  guest,  but  IMathews  had  address 
enough  to  pacify  him. 

Mistress  Burns,  in  the  mean  time,  had  protested 
against  making  any  more  whiskey  punch,  and  had 
brought  up  the  last  jug,  upon  Cooke's  solemn  pro- 
mise that  he  would  ask  for  no  more.     The  jug  is 
finished ;  and  Mathews,  heartily  tired,  thinks  he  shall 
escape  from  his  tormentor,  and  makes  a  move  to  go. 
"  Not  yet,  my  dear  boy  :  one  jug  more." 
"  It's  very  late.  Sir.'' 
"  Only  one  more." 

"  Mistress  Burns  will  not  let  us  have  it." 
"  Wo'nt  she  ?  I'll  shew  you  that  presently." 
Cooke  thunders  with  his   foot;  and  vociferates 
repeatedly — "  Mistress  Burns  !"   At  length  honest 
Mrs.  Burns,  who  had  got  to  bed,  in  hopes  of  rest, 
in  the  chamber  immediately  under  them,  answers — 
"  What  is  it  you  want,  Mister  Cooke .?" 
"  Another  jug  of  whiskey  punch,  Mistress  Burns." 
"  Indeed,  but  you  can   have  no    more,  Mister 
Cooke." 

"  Indeed,  but  I  will.  Mistress  Burns." 

"  Remember  your  promise,  Mister  Cooke." 
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*'  Another  jucj  of  punch,  IMistrcss  Burns.'" 

"  Indeed,  and  I  will  not  get  out  of  my  own  bed 
anymore  at  all,  ]Mistcr  Cooke ;  and  so  there's  an 
end  of  it !" 

"  We'll  see  that,  ]Mistress  I^urn?,."" 

^^'hen,  to  IVIatiiows's  further  astonishment,  he 
seized  the  ]\i^,  and  smashed  it  on  the  floor,  over  the 
head  of  Mhtress  Burns,  exclaiming, — "  Do  you 
hear  that,  Mistress  Burns?*" 

"  Yes,  I  do.  Mister  Cooke." 

He  then  proceeded  to  break  the  chairs,  one  by 
one  ;  after  each,  exclaiming, — "  Do  you  hear  that, 
Mrs.  Burns  .^""  and  receiving  in  reply — 

"  Ves,  I  do.  Mister  Cooke;  and  you'll  be  very 
sorry  for  it,  to-morrow  ;   so  you  will." 

He  then  opened  the  window,  and  very  deliberately 
pi'oceedcd  to  throw  the  looking-glasses  into  the 
street,  and  the  fragments  of  broken  tables  and  chairs. 
Mathews  had  made  several  attempts  to  go,  and  had 
lx}en  detained  by  Cooke  :  he  now  ventured  some- 
thing like  an  t'Xjiostulation  ;  on  which  his  Mcnk>r 
ordered  him  out  of  his  apartment,  and  threw  the 
candle  and  candlestick  after  him.  Mathews,  havinii 
departed,  Cooke  sallied  forth  ;  and  was  brought  home 
the  next  day,  beaten  and  deforme<l  with  bruises. 

The  above  "  display"  we  think  it  would  be  some- 
what difficult  to  match  ;  and  the  following,  we  ven- 
ture to  hint,  is  equally  creditable  to  our  hero.  It 
is  selected  from  an  American  publication,  cntitkil 
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"•  The  Port  Folio  ;"  to  wliich,  in  all  probability,  it 
was  communicated  by  George  Frederick  himself, 
during  his  visit  to  the  Land  which  has  yielded  him 
a  grave. 

It  seems  that,  during  a  peregrination  in  the  South 
o?  Ireland  (a  place,  no  doubt,  particularly  adapted 
to  his  taste  and  habits),  he  performed  at  the  old 
Theatre,  Limerick.     The  last  night  of  his  appear- 
ance he  acted  Peti-iicMo  ;  and,  a  little  before  the  fall 
of  the  curtain,  he  had  paid  such  constant  attention 
to  a  little  keg   of  whiskey,    that  the  fumes  over- 
pov^ered  his  faculties,   and  in  bestowing  the  whip 
upon  the  unfortunate  Griimio^  he  belaboured  him 
so  severely,  that  the  miserable  actor  roared  in  down- 
right  earnest,    every    now   and    then    threatening 
Cooke  with  a  retaliation,  who,  doubly  inspired  on 
the  occasion,  both  by  the  beverage  he  had  drunk, 
and  the  protection  of  the  audience,  persevered  till 
he  had  made  a  clear  stage  for  himself.     The  actor 
who   had  been  thus  treated,  vowed  vengeance  on 
Cooke,  which  he  was  determined  to  inflict  the  mo- 
ment he  had  undressed  himself.     Somewhat  sobered 
l>y  these  threats,  Petruchio  bethought  himself  of  the 
advice  of  Hudibras — 


"  He  who  fights,  and  runs  aAvay, 
May  live  to  fight  another  day."" 

Heedless  of  the  strangeness  of  his  dress,  he  in- 
stantly slipped  down  the  back  stairs,  and  sought 
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refuge  in  one  of  the  obscure  alleys  behind  the  Thea- 
tre. It  was  then  just  twelve  o'clock,  and  as  Cooke 
had  rambled  out  of  the  hii^h  street,  he  did  not  even 
encounter  a  watchman  asleep  on  his  post.  The 
sounds  of  woe,  issuing  with  strange  solemnity  from 
an  humble  hut,  presently  attracted  his  attention  ; 
they  proceeded  from  an  assemblage  of  persons,  who 
(according  to  a  custom  still  continued  in  the 
southern  parts  of  Ireland,  on  the  death  of  a  relation, 
or  even  acquaintance)  were  assembled  round  a  dead 
body,  chaunting  a  dismal  song,  or  howl,  in  full 
chorus.  The  reader  must  bear  in  mind  the  broad 
brinmied  hat,  and  whimsical  dress  of  Petruc?iio,  and 
that,  most  likely,  not  one  individual  in  that  place 
had  ever  seen  a  ]:)lay ;  imagine,  then,  if  possible, 
the  wonder  and  horror  of  the  poor  simple  souls, 
when  George  Frederick  applied  his  shoulder  to  the 
slender  wicket  of  the  cabin,  plunged  into  the  midst 
of  the  groupe,  sword  in  hand,  oversetting  those  he 
first  encountered,  and  advancing  up  to  the  foot  of 
the  bed,  on  which  the  body  of  an  old  woman  was 
placed,  exclaiming,  in  his  own  rough  way,  with  his 
eyes  distended  to  the  utmost  extent  by  intoxication — 

"  How  now,  ye  secret  black  and  midnight  hags, 
What  is't  ye  do  ?'' 

Thunderstruck  by  the  figure  of  the  apparition, 
and  the  tones  which  proceeded  from  it,  some  of  the 
mourners  sought  shelter  under  the  bed ;  odiers  crept 
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half  way  up  the  chimney,  while  the  remainder  sallied 
out  into  the  lane,  praying,  most  fervently,  to  be  re- 
leased from  the  visitation  of  the  D — 1,  for  a  human 
hcing  none  could  suppose  Cooke,  who,  left  alone 
with  the  shrivelled  remains  of  the  old  peasant, 
taking  her  parchment-coloured  hand,  pathetically 
exclaimed — 

"  O,  my  love  !  my  wife  ! 
Death  that  hath  suck"'d  the  honey  of  thy  breath, 
Hath  had  no  power  yet  upon  thy  beauty. 
Tiiou  art  not  conquered — beauty's  ensign  yet 
Is  crimson  on  thy  lips."— 

"  Beauty  ! — no,  hang  me,  if  it  is  though  ; 
A  vaunt,  thou  horrid  spectre  ! ' 

"  But  stop,"  said  Cooke,  for  his  eye  at  that 
instant  rested  on  a  jug  of  whiskey  punch,  smoking 
in  the  chimney  corner; — he  eagerly  grasped  the 
handle  and  eried, 

"  Here's  to  my  love  !" 

The  affrighted  company  took  by  degrees  a  little 
courage,  ventured,  one  by  one,  to  peep  through  the 
key-hole,  and  then  observing  Cooke  had  thrown 
away  his  sword,  returned  into  the  apartment,  when 
he,  in  order  to  encourage  them,  exclaimed — "  Don't 
fear  me  ;  'tis  only  George  Frederick  Cooke  ;  come, 
sit  down,  I'll  smoke  Avith  you,  drink  with  you,  aye, 
and  pray  with  you,  my  jolly  lads  and  lasses."  TIius 
re-assured,   George  Frederick  became  a  great  fa- 
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vourite  with  them,  and  revelled  in  tlie  dehghts  of 
tobacco  and  whiskey,  "  until  his  eye-lids  could  no 
longer  wag.""  He  was  then  quietly  placed  on  the 
bed  with  his  imaginary  Juliet,  until  the  next  morn- 
ing, when  he  was  discovered  in  his  retreat,  and  con- 
veyed home  to  his  lodmnfrs  in  a  sedan  chair. 

He  "  shufHed  off  this  mortal  coil"  in  New  York, 
September  2G,  1811,  which,  when  stated  in  the 
American  newspapers,  produced,  from  some  poetic 
correspondent,  the  following,  proposed 

EPITAPH. 

Ye  sons  of  Bacchus,  cast  one  look  ; 

Here  lies  your  friend,  George  Frederick  Cooke, 

(A  thirstier  soul  was  never)  : 
Still  he'd  have  whecPd  the  lush  about, 
Had  Time  not  said, — "  Your  glass  is  out ;"' 

And  quench'd  his  thirst  for  ever. 

22  J— 1823. 

The  folloAving  delectable  display  of  true  conjugal 
felicity,  this  morning  obtruded  itself  on  the  notice  of 
the  "  potent,  grave,  and  reverend"  ministering  sons 
of  Justice,  who  grace  the  elbow-chairs  of  Boa\- 
strcet : — :Mrs.  :Mary  Scarsfield  made  her  dtbid  in 
this  quarter,  attended  by  a  constable,  who  deposed 
that  he  found  her  bestriding  her  prostrate  husband, 
^'*yi"gj  ^^ '^tli  all  her  might  to  choak  him  by  twisting 
his  neckcloth.     [Mrs.  Scarsfield  Had  something   so 
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very  tennagantish  in  her  appearance,  that  it  was 
evident  to  every  bod}^,  she  would  consider  the  choak- 
ing  of  half  a  dozen  husbands  a  mere  trifle.  Her 
age  might  be  about  forty-five;  her  person  was  tall^ 
and  very  thin ;  her  skin  like  wet  parchment ;  her 
mouth  wide ;  her  lips  blue,  and  shrivelled  ;  her  nose 
flat ;  her  eyes  blood-shot,  and  almost  as  prominent 
as  a  lobster's ;  and  there  she  stood,  with  folded  arms 
and  scowling  brows, .  in  J'ull-proqf  scorn  of  the 
event — 

*'  A  combination  and  a  form,  indeed  ! 
Where  every  Jury  seem'd  to  set  her  seal, 
To  give  the  world  assurance  of  a  shre'w^'' 

Her  husband,  Mr.  Scarsfield,  was  quite  as  meagre 
in  person  as  herself,  but  he  seemed  a  very  harmless 
sort  of  fellow;  and,  poor  man,  he  seemed  sadly 
moiled  with  his  matrimonial  miseries.  He  had 
been  wedded  to  Mrs.  Scarsfield  twenty-six  years,  he 
said,  and  it  was  God's  mercy  she  had  not  destroyed 
liim  long  ago ;  instead  of  loving  him,  honouring  him, 
and  obeying,  as  in  duty  bound,  she  ruled  him  witli 
a  rod  of  iron,  drank  him  out  of  house  and  home, 
kept  him  always  poor,  and  made  his  life  so  miser- 
able, that,  at  one  time,  he  Avent  into  the  army  as  a 
common  soldier,  in  the  hope  that  "  some  friendly 
ball*"  would  put  an  end  to  his  troubles  and  his  life 
together.  The  Magistrate  desired  liim  to  confine 
himself  to  the  affray.     "  Your  Worship,"  said  he. 
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"  last  Saturday  night  I  was  sitting  by  the  fire  v.ith 
my  wife,  talkiiin-  tolerably  quiet,  and,  at  last,  about 
ten  o"'clock,    jMary,  said  I,  I  think  I'll  go  to  bed. 
She  made  no  reply,  and  I  went  to  bed  ;  and  v,  hat- 
ever  possessed  her  I  know  not,  more  than  the  child 
unborn ;  but   I  hadn^  been  in  bed  many  minutes, 
before  she  rushed  into  the   room,  and  pulled  me, 
bed,  bedstead,  and  all,  slap  into  the  middle  of  the 
room.     Lord  bless  you,  Sir  !  chairs,  tables,  fenders? 
pokers,  fire-shovels,  nothing  came  amiss  to  her,  she 
iieapcd  them  upon  me  like  fury,  and  as  soon  as  I 
could  disentangle  myself  from  amongst  thcni,  she 
flew  at  me,  tore  my   shirt  off  my  back,  and  there 
was  I  scampering  about  stark  naked,  (saving  your 
Worship's  presence  !)  and   she  smacking  me  round 
and  round  the  room,  Avith  the  fire-shovel.     Only 
think,  your  Worship!  of  being  smacked  with  afire- 
shovel  ; — would  any  good  wife  do  that,  I  should  like 
to   know  ?    I    cried    murder,    and   the   neighbours 
coming  tumbling  in,  she  was  stopped  iu  her  career, 
and  I  got  some  of  them  to  sit  up  with  me  all  night." 
The  poor  man  was  so  o])pressed  with  his  recollec- 
tions of  that  horrible  night,  that  he  could  get  no 
farther.     He  continued  to  hold  up  the  tattered  re- 
mains of  his  shirt,  reduced  to  a  mere  shred,  and  to 
dwell   upon  the  shocking  detail  of  the  fire-shovel 
operation,  so  that,  after  all,  it  was  left  to  other  wit- 
nesses to  describe  the  innncdlate  affair  which  brought 
ihem  before  the  iVIagistrate. 
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By  the  testimony  of  these  persons  it  appeared, 
that  she  had  spent  the  whole  of  Monday  in  what 
she  called  looldng-iqj  her  husband,  but  which  was, 
in  fact,  raising  a  i-iot  about  the  house  of  his  em- 
})loycr,  Mr.  Weiss,  the  cutler,  in  Durham-street ; 
and  that  upon  his  requesting  her  to  go  home,  she 
seized  him  by  his  neck-cloth,  threw  him  on  the  floor, 
and  would  have  strangled  him,  had  he  not  been 
extricated  by  three  or  four  men. 

Mrs.  Scarsfield  had  nothing  to  say  in  her  defence, 
except  that  her  husband  was  an  idle  fellow  who 
wanted  "  louJang-iip,''''  and  that  he  beat  her  as  often 
as  she  beat  him  ;  the  Magistrate  ordered  that  she 
should  find  bail  to  keep  the  peace,  and,  in  default, 
she  was  committed  to  prison.  As  the  officers  were 
taking  her  away,  her  husband  offered  her  sonie 
silver.  "  Here,  Mar}^,  love,"  said  he,  "  put  this 
money   in    your   pocket,    may   be  you'll  want  it." 

"  You  be  d d,  and  your  money  too,"  replied 

"  Mary,  love  f  and  snapping  ]>er  fingers  in  his 
face,  she,  with  becoming  gi'ace  and  dignity  of  mien, 
quitted  the  presence  of  the  Magistracy. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Scarsfield  seem  to  have  been  not 
the  only  couple  whose  Matrimonial  Harmony  was 
interspersed  with  a  few  discords.  A  contemporary 
wit  has  put  on  rcconl  the  desaffrcmens  of  "  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  John  Prevost,"  adapting  it,  at  the  same 
time,  to  a  popular  air.  The  pen  to  which  we  are 
indebted  for  the  ''•  llt^ected  Addresses,"  furnished 
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(we  believe)  the  following  vivacious  piece  of  vocaiity 
also. 

MR.  AND  MRS.  JOHN  PREVOST  ; 

A  Matrimonial  Duct. 

Air — "  Evelyn's  Bower." 

He. — Wb.cn  we  first  were  man  and  wife, 
And  you  swore  to  love  for  life, 

We  were  quoted  as  a  model,  we  were  quite  a  show  : 
Yes,  we  tcte-a-t-t'te  were  seen, 
Like  KtnfT  William  and  his  Queen  : 

AVhat  a  jewel  of  a  wife  was  Mrs.  John  Prevost .' 

She. — Aye  !  then  I  clove  to  thee,  man. 

Like  Baucis  to  Philemon — 
Now,  if  I  go  to  Brighton,  you're  at  Bath,  I  know ; 

Like  the  pair  who  tell  the  weather, 

We  are  never  out  togfcthcr — 
One  at  home  and  t'other  gadchng,  Mr.  John  Prevost 

He — If  a  lion's  to  be  seen, 

Old  Bluchcr,  Mr.  Kcan, 
You  order  out  the  carriage,  and  away  you  go ; 

With  that  gossip,  ^f  rs.  Jones, 

How  you  rattle  o'er  the  stones : 
You've  no  mercy  on  the  horses,  Mrs.  John  Prevost 


S?he. — With  Madeira,  Port,  and  Sherrv 

When  you  make  Avhat  you  call  merry 
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And  sit  in  sober  sadness,  are  you  sober  ? — No  I 
With  that  horrid  Major  Rock, 
It  is  always  twelve  o''clock 

Ere  you  tumble  up  to  coffee,  Mr.  John  Prevost. 


Both. — Our  vicar,  Doctor  Jervice 


When  he  read  the  marriage-service, 
United  us  for  better  and  for  worse, — heigh-ho  ! 
That  the  worse  may  turn  to  better, 
Since  we  cannot  break  our  fetter, 

Let  us  say  no  more  about  it  4  ^.  '   f  John  Prevost. 

23tZ— 1702. 

KixG  Geoege  IV.  boin. 

On  this  Day  of  "  ju])ilee  and  cajolry,"  London  is 
"  gayest  of  the  gay."  The  Court-end  shines  with 
new  feathers,  neza  flowers,  new  shoe-strings,  and  new 
coats ;  and  while  informing  our  readers  of  this  fact, 
we  have  stumbled,  in  the  most  apropos  manner 
imaginable  on  an  article  possessing  great  humour 
and  character,  and  very  aptly  termed — 

THE  TWO  COATS. 

It  is  now  five  years,  when  the  sun  shall  have 
set  upon  the  23d  of  April,  1822,  that  my  late  Coat 
was  brought  home.  With  what  delight  did  I  sur- 
vey it !  how  eagerly  I  listened  to  the  exhortations 
of  the  maker,  how  to  fold  it  up  !  how  cautiously  I 
put  it  on,  and  how  carefully  I  felt  in  my  pocket  for 
the  key,  when  I  locked  it  up  !  Its  colour  was  suit- 
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able  to  the  tint  of  my  mind — it  \vas  a  briglit  green, 
with  "Waterloo  i)utton.s.  Green  coats  were  then  tin- 
■sine  qua  non  of  a  beau.  Black  and  blue  "  hid 
their  diminished  lieads,"  or  rather  tails  ;  and  thougii 
now  and  then  a  brown  appeared,  it  passed  aloi)g 
amidst  the  scoffs  of  the  multitude. 

The  first  year  every  thing  went  well ;  I  stalked 
down  Bond-street  at  the  full  glare  of  half-past  four. 
I  was  not  afraid  to  meet  the  purse-proud  stare  of 
the  glittering  Oriental  in  Hyde  Park,  on  Sunday  ; 
nor  did  I  shrink  before  the  glance  of  a  St.  James's 
Blood.  The  second  year,  in  spite  of  all  my  anxiety, 
an  incipient  whiteness  began  to  appear  at  the 
elbows.  The  Waterloo  buttons  looked  somewhat 
shorn  of  their  beams,  and  the  collar  liad  been 
slightly  annoyed  by  the  too  rude  pressure  of  thu 
liat ;  however,  it  had  not  yet  had  a  regular  wetting, 
if  I  omit  the  baptizing  it  got  from  my  gallantry  to 
Miss  Protocol,  in  giving  her  more  than  her  share  of 
my  cotton  umbrella.  But  the  third  year  was  now 
fast  approaching  ;  years  rolled  on,  et  nos  niutamur 
in  UUs — and  so  did  my  Coat.  The  thread  of  the 
lives  of  two  of  its  buttons  had  been  snapped  ;  one 
was  wrenched  off  by  a  friend,  notwithstanding  niv 
agonized  look,  whilst  he  was  telling  me  the  fate  of 
his  fiu-ce  ;  the  other  fell  into  a  gradual  decline,  and 
died  a  natiu^al  death.  The  bright  green  had  now 
faded,  and  had  imbibed  a  tint  of  brown  ;  the  collar 
was  dilapidated,  the  cuffs  were  in  ruins. 
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I  struggled  on,  however,  another  year,  but  I  left 
my  former  scenes.  I  would  go  a  mile  out  of  the 
way,  rather  than  pass  Hyde  Park  on  a  Sunday. 
Three  more  buttons  had  fallen  under  tlie  scythe  of 
Time.  Something  must  be  done — I  sent  it  to  be 
repaired,  and  I  hardly  knew  it  again.  The  Water., 
loo  buttons  once  more  dazzled  by  their  brightness  ; 
new  cuffs  and  collar  sprang  up  like  phoenixes  from 
the  ashes  of  their  fathers ;  and  though  the  fashion 
of  Coats  had  somewhat  altered,  yet  1  held  an  erect 
head.  But  ah  !  this  was  a  deceitful  splendour — a 
glimpse  of  sunshine  on  a  rainy  day ;  the  constitu- 
tion of  tli-e  Coat  was  ruined,  and  it  soon  suffered  a, 
relapse. 

At  last  my  resolution  was  taken — a  nev/  Coat  must, 
be  ordered.  It  was  a  precept  of  my  late  respected 
uncle  Nicholas,  that  one  good  dear  garment  is  wortli 
two  bad  cheap  ones  ;  and  I  always  act  up  to  it.  I 
walked  up  boldly  to  Mr.  S.,  in  Bond-street;  and 
althougli  I  met  with  some  broad  stares  at  my  en- 
trance, yet  when  my  purpose  was  known,  every 
thing  was  respectful  attention.  With  what  eleva- 
tion did  I  survey  myself  in  the  double  mirror  close 
to  the  window  !  With  what  hauteur  did  I  bid  the 
tradesman  be  punctvial  as  to  the  hour !  How  fiercely 
did  I  brush  by  the  beaux  in  my  return,  with  the 
delio-htful  thought  that  I  should  soon  have  it  in  my 
power  to  cut  tliem  all  out.  How  many  are  the 
advantages  of  a  new  Coat !  a  new  pair  of  trowsers 


APRIL.  109 

rather  serves  to  contrast  the  oldncss  of  the  upper  gar- 
ment with  its  own  novelty  ;  but  a  Coat  chfl'uses  its 
splendour  through  the  whole ;  it  briglitens  a  wiUiered 
pair  of  pantaloons,  and  revivifies  a  faded  waistcoat ; 
it  illuminates  a  worn-out  beaver,  and  even  gives  a 
res{>ectable  a])pearance  to  an  antiquated  pair  of 
gaiters.  A  man  in  a  iiac  Coat  holds  hia  head  erect, 
his  chest  forward ;  lie  shakes  the  pavement  with  his 
clattering  heels ;  he  looks  defiance  to  every  man, 
and  love  to  every  woman  ;  he  overturns  little  Ikivs, 
and  abuses  hackney-coachmen  :  if  he  enter  a  taveni, 
he  calls  lustily  for  his  drink,  and  knocks  the  waiter 
instantly  down,  if  he  docs  not  bring  it  soon  enough. 
But  a  man  in  an  old  Coat  hangs  his  head,  fumbles 
in  his  moneyless  jx)ckcts,  and  stumbles  at  every 
third  step ;  he  is  scorned  by  the  men.,  and  unno- 
ticed by  the  women  ;  he  is  jeered  at  by  the  children, 
and. hustled  by  Xhcjarveys  ;  at  a  tavern,  he  enters  the 
parlour  with  a  shcepisii  face,  knowing  his  right  to 
be  there,  but  fearing  it  may  be  disputed — the  waiter 
sniggers,  and  the  landlord  bullies  him. 

After  this  "  great,"  tliis  "  important"  Birth-day, 
the  fashionables  rusticate.  The  metropolis  soon 
gets  deserted,  and,  as  George  Colman  hath  it,— - 

**  All  throughout  London,  that  overgrown  place,. 
*  Lodgings  to  let,"*  stare  you  full  in  the  face." 

The  miseries  that  await  Lodgers  are  tolerably  pnv 
vcrbial,  but  one  of  the  contributors  to  "  Blackwood's 
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^ragazine"  has  certainly  put  them,  hi  the  following 
"  Letter,""  in  a  very  new  and  ludicrous  point  of 
view  : — 

LETTER    FROM    A    "  FIRST-FLOOR    LODGER." 

"  '  An  Englishman's  house  is  his  castle' — I  grant 
it ;  but,  for  his  lodging,  a  comparison  remains  to  be 
found.  An  Englishman's  house  may  be  his  castle ; 
but  that  can  only  be  where  he  consents  to  keep  the 
whole  of  it.  Of  all  earthly  alliances  and  partner- 
ships into  M-hich  mortal  man  is  capable  of  being 
trepanned,  that  which  induces  two  interests  to  place 
themselves  within  four  walls,  is  decidedly  the  most 
unholy.  It  so  happens  that,  througliout  my  life,  I 
have  had  occasion  only  for  half  a  house,  and,  from 
motives  of  economy,  have  been  unwilling  to  \)ay 
rent  for  a  wliole  one ;  but  there  can  be,  on  earth,  I 
find,  no  resting-place  for  him  who  is  so  unhappy  as 
to  want  only  '  half  a  house  !'  In  the  course  of  the 
last  eight  years,  I  have  occupied  one  hundred  and 
forty-three  different  lodgings  ;  running  the  gauntlet 
twice  througli  all  London  and  Westminster,  and 
oftencr  tlian  I  can  remember,  the  '  out-parishes' 
tiirouah  !  As  '  two  removes  are  as  bad  as  a  fire,' 
it  follows  that  I  have  gone  seventy-one  times  and  a 
half  through  the  horrors  of  conflagration  !  and,  in 
every  ])lace  where  I  have  lived,  it  has  been  my  fate 
to  be  domiciled  with  a  monster  !  But  my  voice 
shall  be  heard,  as  a  voice  upon  the  house-top,  crying 
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out  uiuil  I  find  relief.  I  have  been  ten  days  already 
in  the  abode  that  I  now  write  from,  so  I  can't,  in 
reason,  look  to  sUiy  more  than  three  or  four  more.  I 
hear  people  talk  of '  the  <^i-ave'  as  a  lodging  (at  worst) 
that  a  man  is  '  sure  of;'  but,  if  their  be  one  resur- 
rection-man alive  when  I  die,  as  sure  as  quarter-day, 
I  shall  be  taken  up  again. 

"  The  first  trial  I  endured  when  I  came  to 
London,  was  making  the  tour  of  all  the  boarding- 
houses — being  deluded,  I  believe,  seriatim,  by  every 
perspective  form  of  *  Advertisements.'' 

"•  First,  I  was  tried  by  the  pretence  modest — this 
appeared  in  The  Times  all  the  year  round.  '  De- 
sirable circle"' — '  Airy  situation"" — '  Limited  number 
of  guests' — '  Every  attention"' — and  '  no  cliildren."' 

"  Next  was  the  commanding — at  the  very  '  head 
and  front'  of  The  Morning  Post.  '  N'icinity  of  the 
fashionable  squares  !' — '  Two  persons  to  increase 
society"' — '  Family  of  condition"* — and  '  Terms,  at 
Mr.  Sams''s,  the  bookseller's.' 

"  Then  came  the  irresistible.  '  Widow  of  an 
officer  of  rank' — *  Unprotected  early  in  life' — '  De- 
sirous to  extend  family  circle' — '  Flatters  her- 
self,' &c. 

"  jNIoonshine  altogether  ! 

"  '  Desirable  circle' — 'A  bank  clerk,  and  five 
daughters,  who  wanted  husbands.'  Brandy  and 
water  after  supper,  and  a  booby  from  Devonshire 
snapt  up  before  my  eyes.     Little  boy  too  In  the 
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family,  that  belonged  to  a  sister  who  '  had  died.'  I 
hate  scandal ;  but  I  never  could  find  out  where  that 
sister  had  been  buried. 

"  *  Fashionable  square' — The  fire,  to  the  frying- 
pan  !  The  worst  item — (on  consideration) — in  all 
my  experience.  Dishes  without  meat,  and  beds 
M-ithout  blankets.  '  Tei-ms, — two  hundred  guineas 
a-year,'  and  surcharges  for  night-candle.  And  as 
for  dinner!  as  I  am  a  Yorkshireman,  I  never  knew 
what  it  meant  while  I  was  in  Manchester  Square  ! 

"  I  have  had  two  step-mothers,  and  I  Avas  six 
months  at  Mrs.  Tickletoby's  preparatory  school, 
and  I  never  saw  a  woman  since  I  was  born  cut 
meat  like  liady  Catherine  Skinflint !  There  was  a 
transparency  about  her  slice  which  (after  a  good 
luncheon)  one  could  pause  to  look  at.  She  v,ould 
cover  you  a  v.hole  plate  with  fillet  of  veal  and  ham, 
and  not  increase  the  weight  of  it  half  an  ounce. 

"  And  then,  the  Misses  Skinflints — for  knowledge 
oi  anatomy — their  cutting  up  a  fowl  ! — In  the 
puniest  half-starved  chicken  that  ever  broke  the 
heart  of  a  brood  hen  to  look  at,  they  M'ould  find  you 
side-bone,  pinion,  drumstick,  liver,  gizzard,  rump, 
and  merrythought ;  and,  even  beyond  this  critical 
acquaintance  with  all  admitted  and  apocryphal 
divisions  and  distinctions,  I  have  caught  the  eldest 
c£  them  actually  inventing  new  joints  that,  even  in 
speculation,  never  before  existed  ! 

*'  I  now  understand  the  meaning  of  the  Persian 
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salutation — '  ^May  your  shadow  never  be  less  !"*  I 
lost  mine  entirely  in  about  a  fortnight  that  I  staid  at 
Lady  Skinflint's. 

"  Two  more  hosts  t(x)k  nie  '  at  livery"'  (besides 
the  '  widow""  of  the  '  ofllcer  of  rank')— an  apothecary 
who  made  patients  of  his  boarders,  and  an  attorney, 
who  looked  for  clients  among  them.  I  got  away 
from  the  medical  gentleman  rather  hastily,  for  I 
found  that  the  pastry-cook  who  served  the  Iiouse 
was  his  brother ;  and  the  lawyer  was  so  pressing 
about  '  discounts'*  and  '  investments  of  property,"* 
that  I  never  ventured  to  sign  my  name,  even  to  a 
washing-bill,  ciuring  the  few  days  I  was  in  his 
house  :  on  the  quitting  which,  I  took  courage,  and 
resolved  to  become  my  own  provider,  and  hired  a 
*  first  floor""  accordingly  ('  unfurnished"')  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Bloomsbury  Square. 

"  The  premier  coup  of  my  new  career  amounted 
to  an  escape.  I  ordered  a  carte  blanche  outfit  from 
an  upholsterer  of  Piccadilly,  determining  to  have  my 
apartments  uneKc*eptionable  before  I  entered  them  ; 
and  discovered,  after  a  hundred  pounds  la'ul  out  in 
painting,  decorating,  and  curtain- fitting,  that  llie 
'  ground  landlord  had  certain  claims,  which  would 
be  liquidated  when  my  property  '  went  in."' 

"  This  miscarriage  made  me  so  cautious,  that, 
before  I  could  choose  again,  I  was  the  sworn  horror 
of  every  auctioneer  and  house-agent  (so  called)  in 
London.     I  refused  twenty  offers  at  least,  because 
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they  had  the  appearance  of  being  '  great  bargains.'* 
Eschewed  all  houses,  as  though  they  had  the  plague, 
in  Avhich  I  found  that  '  single  gentlemen  were  pre^ 
ferred.'     Was    threatened   with    three   actions    of 
defamation,  for  questioning  the  solvency  of  persons 
in  business ;    and,  at  length,  was  so  lucky  as  to  hit 
upon  a  really  desirable  mansion  !  The  '  family'  per- 
fectly respectable  ;  but  possessing  '  more  room'  than 
was  necessary  for  them.     Demanded  the  '  strictest 
references,'  and  accepted  no  inmate  for  '  less  than 
a  year.'     Into  this  most  unexceptionable  abode  I 
conveyed  myself  and  my  property.     Sure  I  should 
stay  for  ever,  and  doubted  whether  I  ought  not  to 
secure  it  at  once  for  ten  years  instead  of  one.    And, 
before  I  had  been  settled  in  the  house  three  quarters 
of  an  hour,  I  found  that  the  chimneys,— every  one 
of  them  !    smoked,  from   the  top  to  the  bottom  ! 
There  was  guilt  in  the  landlord's  eye,  the  moment 
the  first  puff  drove  me  out  of  my  drawing-room. 
He  made  an  effort  to  say  somediing  like  '  damp 
day  ;'  but  the  '  amen'  stuck  in  his  throat,  He  could 
not  say  '  amen'  Avhen  I  did  cry '   God  bless  us  !' 
The  whole  building,  from  the  kitchen  to  the  garret, 
was  infected  with  the  malady.     I   had  noticed  the 
dark  complexions  of  the  family,  and  had  concluded 
they  were  from  the  West  Indies, — they  were  smoke 
dried ! 

"I  suffered  six  weeks  under  excuses,  knowing  them 
to  be  humbug  all  the  while.     For  a  whole  month 
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it  was  '  the  wind  ;'  but  I  saw  '  the  wind'  twice  all 
round  the  compass,  and  found,  blow  which  way  it 
would,  it  still  blew  down  my  chimney.  Then  we 
came  to  '  cures.'  First,  there  were  alterations  at 
the  top — new  chimney-pots,  cowls,  hovels — and  all 
making  the  thin<y  worse.  Then  we  tried  at  the 
bottom — grates  reset,  and  flues  contracted — still  to 
no  purpose.  Then  we  came  to  burning  charcoal ; 
and  in  four  days  I  was  in  a  decline.  Then  we  kept 
the  doors  and  windows  open  ;  and  in  one  day  I  got 
a  fit  of  the  rheumatism. — In  spite  of  doors,  or 
windows,  blowers,  registers,  or  Count  Rumford — 
precaution  in  putting  on  coals,  or  mathematical 
management  of  poker — down  the  enemy  would 
come  to  our  very  faces, — poof!  \)oqV. — as  if  in 
derision  !  till  I  prayed  Heaven  that  smoke  had  life 
and  being,  that  I  might  commit  murder  on  it  at 
once,  and  so  be  hanged;  and,  at  length,  after 
throwing  every  moveable  I  could  commantl  at  the 
grate  and  the  chimney  by  turns,  and  paying  '  no  cure 
no  pay'  doctors  by  dozens,  who  did  nothing  but 
make  dirt  and  mischief,  I  sent  for  a  respectable 
surveyor,  paid  iiim  for  his  opinion  before  hand,  and 
heard  that  the  fault  in  the  chimnies  was  '  radical,* 
and  not  to  be  remedied  without  pulling  the  house 
down  I 

"  I  paid  my  twelvemonth's  rent,  and  wished  only 
that  my  landlord  might  live  through  his  lease.     I 
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licard  afterwards,  tliat  he  liad  liimself  been  imposed 
upon  ;  and  that  the  house,  from  the  first  fire  ever 
lighted  in  it,  had  been  a  scandal  to  the  neighbour- 
hood. But  whole  volumes  Avould  not  suffice  to 
enumerate  the  varieties  of  wretchedness — and  smoky 
chimnies  the  very  least  of  them  ! — which  drove  me 
a  second  time  to  change  my  plan  of  life  ;  the  num- 
berless lodgings  that  I  lived  in ;  and  the  incon- 
veniences, greater  or  lesser,  attending  each.  In  one 
place,  my  servants  quarrelled  with  the  servants  of 
'  the  people  of  the  house  ;'  in  another,  '  the  people 
of  the  house's'  servants  quarrelled  with  mine.  Here 
my  housekeeper  refused  to  stay,  because  '  the 
kitchen  was  damp.'  There,  my  footman  begged  I 
would  '  provide  myself,'  as  there  were  '  rats  in  bis 
cockloft.'  Then  somebody  fell  over  a  pail  of  water, 
left  upon  'my  stairs;'  and  '  my  maid'  declared,  it 
was  '  the  other  maid'  had  put  it  there.  Then  the 
cats  fought ;  and  I  Avas  assured  that  mine  had 
given  the  first  scratch.  On  the  whole,  the  disputes 
were  so  manifold,  and  always  ending  to  my  discom- 
fiture,— for  the  lady  of  the  mansion  would  assail  me, 
•—I  never  could  get  the  gentleman  to  be  dissatisfied, 
(and  so  conclude  the  controversy  by  kicking  him 
down  stairs), — that  seeing  one  clear  advantage 
maintained  l)y  the  ground-possessor,  viz.  that  I, 
when  we  squabbled,  was  obliged  to  vacate,  and  he 
remained  where  he  was,  I  resolved,  once  for  all,  to 
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turn  the  tables  upon  mankind  at  large,  and  become 
a  '  landlord'  and  a  '  housekeeper'  in  my  own  imme- 
diate })erson. 

"  Sir,  the  greij  goose  hath  laid  an  egg. — Sir, 
the  old  barn  doth  need  repair. —  The  cook  snaeareth, 
the  meat  doth  bum  at  the  fire. — John  Thomas  is  in 
the  stocks  ;  and  ever?/  thing-  stays  on  your  arrival. 

"  I  would  not  advise  any  single  gentleman  hastilv 
to  conclude  that  he  is  in  distress.  IJachelors  are 
discontented,  and  take  wives;  footmen  are  ambi- 
tious, and  take  eating-houses.  What  does  either 
party  gain  by  the  change  ?  '  We  know,"  (the  wise 
man  has  said,)  '  what  we  arc  ;  but  we  know  not  what 
we  may  be.' 

"  In  estimating  the  hap])ines5  of  householders,  I 
had  hnagined  all  tenants  to  be  like  myself — mild, 
forbearing,  punctual,  and  contented  ;  but  I  '  kept 
house'  tliree  years,  and  was  never  out  of  hot  water 
the  whole  time  !  I  did  manage,  after  some  trouble, 
to  get  fairly  into  a  creditable  mansion — -just  missing 
one,  by  a  stroke  of  fortune,  which  had  a  brazier's 
shop  at  the  back  of  it,  and  was  always  shewn  at 
hours  when  the  workmen  were  gone  to  dinner — and 
sent  a  notice  to  the  papers,  tluit  a  bachelor  of  sober 
habits,  having  '  a  larger  residence  than  he  wanted,' 
would  dispose  of  half  of  it  to  a  family  of  respecta- 
biUty.  But  the  whole  world  seemed  to  be,  and  I 
think  is,  in  a  plot  to  drive  me  out  of  my  senses.  In 
the  first  ten  days  of  my  new  dignity,  I  was  visited 
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bv  about  twenty  tax-gatherers,  half  of  them  with 
claims  that  I  had  never  heard  of,  and  the  other  half 
with  claims  exceeding  my  expectation.  The  house- 
holder seemed  to  be  the  minister's  very  milch  cow — 
the  positive  scape-goat  of  the  whole  community  !  I 
was  called  on  for  house-tax,  window-tax,  land-tax, 
servant's-tax  !  poor''s  rate,  sewers'-rate  !  I  had  to 
}jay  for  watering  streets  on  which  other  people 
walked — for  lighting  lamps  which  other  people  saw 
by — for  maintaining  watchmen  who  slept  all  night — 
and  for  building  churches  that  I  never  went  into. 
And,  I  never  knew  that  the  country  was  taxed  till 
that  moment  !■ — these  were  but  a  few  of  the  '  dues' 
to  be  sheared  off'  from  me.  There  was  the  clergy- 
man of  the  parish,  whom  I  never  saw,  sent  to  me  at 
Easter  for  '  an  offering.'  There  was  the  charity- 
school  of  the  parish,  solicited  'the  honour'  of  my 
*  subscription  and  support.'  One  scoundrel  came  to 
inform  me  that  I  was  drawn  for  the  militia ;  aivl 
offered  to  '  get  me  off*,'  on  payment  of  a  sum  of 
money.  Another  rascal  insisted  that  I  was  '  chosen 
constable  ;'  and  actually  brought  the  i7isiffi2ia  of 
office  to  my  door.  Then  I  iiad  petitions  to  read 
(in  writing)  from  all  the  people  who  chose  to  be  in 
distress,  I  had  personal  beggars,  who  penetrated  into 
my  parlour,  to  send  to  Bridewell,  or  otherwise  get  rid 
of.  Windows  were  broken,  and  *  nobody'  had 
'  done  it.*  The  key  of  the  street-door  was  lost,  and 
'  nobody'  had  '  liad  it.**     Then  my  cook  stopped' up 
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the  kitchen  '  sink ;'  and  the  bricklayers  took  a 
month  to  open  it.  Tlien  my  gutter  ran  over,  and 
Hooded  my  nciglibour's  garret;  and  I  was  served 
with  notice  of  an  action  for  dilapidation. 

"  And,  at  Cliristmas  ! — Oh  !  it  was  no  lonf^er 
dealing  with  ones  and  twos  ! — The  whole  hundred, 
on  the  day  after  that  festival,  rose  up,  by  concert,  to 
devour  me  ! 

"  Dustmen,  street-keepers,  lamp-lighters,  turn- 
cocks, postmen,  beadles,  scavengers,  chimney-sweeps 
— the  whole  gang  of  parochial  servitorship  was  at 
my  gate  l)efore  eleven  at  noon. 

"  Then  the  '  waits'  came — two  sets  ! — and  fought 
\\hlch  should  iiave  '  my  bounty.'  Ilival  patroles 
disputed  whether  I  did  or  did  not  lie  within  their 
'  beat.'  At  one  time  there  was  a  doubt  as  to  which 
of  two  parishes  I  belonged  to;  and  I  fully  ex- 
pectetl  that  (to  make  sure)  I  should  have  been 
visite<l  by  the  collectors  from  both  !  meantime,  the 
knocker  gi-oaned  until  very  evening,  under  the  dull, 
stunning,  single  thumps  (each  villain  would  have 
struck,  although  it  had  been  upon  the  head  of  his 
own  grandfather !)  of  bakers,  butchers,  tallow- 
chandlers,  grocers,  fishmongers,  poulterers,  and 
oilmen  !  Every  ruffian  who  made  his  livelihood  by 
swindling  me  through  the  whole  year,  thought 
himself  entitled  to  a  peculiar  benefaction  (for  his 
robberies)  on  this  day. 

"  All  this  was  child's  i)lay — bagatelle,  I  protiest, 
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and  '  perfumed,'  to  what  I  have  had  to  go  through 
in  the  letting  off,'  of  my  dwelUng  !  The  swarm  of 
crocodiles  that  assailed  me,  on  every  fine  day — three 
fourths  of  them  to  avoid  an  impending  shower,  or  to 
pass  away  a  stupid  morning — in  the  shajie  of  stale 
dowagers,  city-coxcombs,  '  professional  gentlemen,"' 
and  'single  ladies!'  And  all  (except  a  few  that 
were  swindlers)  finding  something  wrong  about  my 
arrano-ements  !  Gil  Bias'  mule,  which  was  nothino; 
bat  faults,  never  had  half  so  many  faults  as  my 
house.  Carlton  Palace,  if  it  were  to  be  '  let'  to- 
morrow, would  be  objected  to  by  a  tailor.  One 
man  found  my  rooms  *•  too  small ;'  another  thought 
them  rather  '  too  large  ;'  a  third  wished  that  they 
had  been  loftier;  a  fourth,  that  there  had  been 
more  of  them.  One  lady  hinted  a  sort  of  doubt, 
'  whether  the  neighbourhood  was  quite  respectable;' 
another  asked,  '  If  I  had  any  children  ?'  and,  then, 
'  whether  I  would  bind  myself  not  to  have  any 
during  her  stay!'  Two  hundred,  after  detaining 
me  an  hour,  had  called  only  '  for  friends.'  Ten 
thousand  went  througli  all  the  particulars,  and 
would  *  call  again  to-morrow.'  At  last  there  came 
a  lady  who  gave  the  coup  ds  ^race  to  my  '  house- 
keeping,' she  was  a  clergyman's  widow,  she  said, 
from  Somersetshire — If  she  had  been  an  '  officer's,' 
I  liad  suspected  her ;  but,  in  an  evil  hour,  I  let  licr 
in  ;  and,  she  had  come  for  tiie  express  purpose  of 
marrying  me ! 
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"  Every  reader  wlio  has  bowels,  will  yearn  for  my 

situation. 

'*  Nolo  conjugari ! 

"  I  exclaimed  in  agony  !  but  what  could  serve 
against  the  ingenuity  of  woman  ?  She  seduced  me 
— escape  was  hopeless — morning,  noon,  and  night, 
she  heard  a  mouse  behind  the  wainscot,  and  I  was 
called  in  to  scare  it.  Her  canary-bird  got  loose — 
would  I  be  so  good  as  to  catch  it  ?  I  fell  sick,  but 
was  soon  glad  to  get  well  again  ;  for  she  sent  five  times 
a  day  to  ask  if  I  was  better  ;  besides  pouring  in 
plates  of  hlanc-mange,  jellies,  cordials,  raspberry 
vinegars,  fruits  fresh  from  the  country,  and  hasty- 
puddings  made  by  her  own  hand.  And,  at  last, 
after  I  had  resisted  all  the  constant  borrowing  of 
b(K)ks,  the  eternal  interchange  of  newspapers,  and 
the  daily  repair  of  crow-quills,  the  ojjinions  upon 
wine,  the  corrections  of  hackney-coachmen,  and  the 
recommendation  of  a  barber  to  the  poodle  dog ; — at 
last — Oh  !  the  devil  take  all  wrinkled  stair-carpets, 
stray  pattens,  and  bits  of  orange-peel  dropped  upon 

the  ground  !  Mrs.  F sprained  her  ankle,  and 

fell  down  at  my  very  drawing-room  door  ! 

"  All  the  women  in  the  house  were  bribed — there 
was  not  one  of  them  in  the  way  !  My  footman,  my 
only  safeguard,  was  sent  ofl'  that  minute  for  a 
doctor ! — I  was  not  married  ;  for  so  much,  let 
Providence  be  praised !  I  can't  go  liirough  the 
afl'air;  but,    about    six    months  after,  I    presented 
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Mrs.  F with  my  house,  and  every  thing  in  it, 

and  determined  never  again,  (as  a  man's  only  pro- 
tection against  female  cupidity)  to  possess  even 
a  pair  of  small  clothes  that  I  could  legally  call  my 
own. 

"  This  resolution  compelled  me  to  shelter  myself 
in  '  furnished  lodgings,'  where  the  most  of  accom- 
modation, (sublunary  !)  after  all,  I  believe  is  to  be 
found.     I    had   sad  work,  as  you  may  imagine,  to 
find  my  way  at  first.     Once  I  ventured  to  inhabit 
(as  there  was  no  board  in  the  case)  with  a  surgeon ; 
but,  what  between  the  patients  and  the  resurrection 
men,    the    '  night-beir    was    intolerable ;    and    he 
ordered    the    watchman   too,    I   found,  to   pull  it 
privately,  six  or  seven  times  a  week,  in  order  to 
impress  tlie  neighbourhood  with  an  opinion  of  his 
practice.     From  one  place  I  was  driven  away  by  a 
music-master,   who  gave  concerts  opposite  to  me; 
and,  at  a  second,  after  two  days'  abiding,  I  found 
that  a  madman  was  confined  on  the  second  flooi* ! 
Two  houses  I  left,  because  my  hostesses  made  love 
to  me ; — three,    because  parrots  were  kept  in  the 
streets; — one,  because  a  cock  (who  would  crow  all 
night)  came  to  live  in  a  yard  at  the  back  of  me ; 
and  another,    in  which    I    iiad  staid  two    months 
(and  should  perhaps  have  remained  till  now),  be- 
cause a  boy   of  eight  years   old    (there  is  to  me 
no  earthly    creature    so   vitterly   intolerable    as    a 
boy  of  eight  years  old!)  came  home  from   school 
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'  to  pass  the  holidays.''  I  had  tlioughts  (I  don't 
care  who  knows  it)  of  taking  him  off  by  poison ; 
and  bought  two  raspberry  tarts,  to  give  him  arsenic 
in,  as  I  met  him  on  the  stairs,  where  he  was  up  and 
down  all  day.  As  it  is,  I  have  sent  an  order  to 
Seven  Dials,  to  have  an  '  early  delivery'  of  all  the 
'  Dying  Speeches,''  for  the  next  ten  years.  I  did 
this,  in  order  that  I  may  know  when  he  is  hanged — 
a  fact  I  wish  particularly  to  ascertain,  because  his 
father  and  I  had  an  altercation^out  it. 

"  Experience,  however,  give^ights  ;  and  a  '  fur- 
nished lodging""  is  the  best  arrangement  among  the 
bad.  I  had  seven  transitions  last  month,  but  that 
was  owing  to  accidents  ;  a  man  who  chooses  well 
may  commonly  stay  a  fortnight  in  a  place.  Indeed, 
as  I  said  in  the  beginning,  I  have  been  ten  days 
where  I  am  ;  and  I  don't,  up  to  this  moment,  see 
clearly  what  point  I  shall  go  away  upon.  The 
mistress  of  the  house  entertains  a  pet  monkey-;^ 
failing  all  issue  of  her  own  ;  and  I  have  got  a  new 
footman,  who,  1  understand,  plays  upon  the  fiddle. 
The  matter,  I  suspect,  will  lie  between  these  two. 

"  I  am  most  nervous  myself  about  the  monkey. 
He  broke  loose  the  other  day.  I  saw  him  escape 
over  the  next  garden  wall,  and  drop  down  by  the 
side  of  a  middle-aged  gentleman,  who  was  setting 
polyanthuses  !  The  respectable  man,  as  was  pru- 
dent, took  refuge  in  a  summer-house :  and  then  he 
pulled  up  all  the  polyanthuses  ;  and  then  tried  to 
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get  in  at  the   summer-house   window !      I    think 

that 

"  Eh  ! — Why,  what  the  deuce  is  all  this  ? — Why, 
the  room  is  full  of  smoke  ! — Why,  what  the  devil 
— Thomas  [/  rmg-  the  bell  violentlij~\ — Thomas ! — [/ 
call  my  new  Jbotman\ — Tho-o-mas  ! — Why,  some 
rascal  has  set  the  house  on  fire. 

Enter  Thomas. 

"  Indeed  no,  your  honour — indeed — no— it's  only 
the  chinmey. 

"  The  chimney  !  you  dog  !  —  get  away  this 
moment  and  put  it  out. — Stay  ! — Thomas  ! — The 
villain's  gone  ! — Come  back,  I  say, — what  chimney 
is  it  ? 

"  Thomas.     Only  the  kitchen  chimney,  Sir. 

"  Only  the  kitchen  chimney  !  you  rascal,  how 
did  you  do  it  ? 

"  Thomas.  I  Avas  only  tuning  my  fiddle,  your 
honour  ;  and  Mary,  the  housemaid,  flung  the  rosin 
into  the  fire. 

"  His  fiddle! — The  wretch,  I  knew  it  would 
happen. — Where''s  the  landlord.  Sirrah.-' 

"  Thomas.     He's  not  at  home.  Sir. 

"  Where's  his  wife  ? 

"  Thomas.     She's  in  fits,  Sir. 

"  You  scoundrel,  you'll  be  hanged  to  a  certainty; 
— there's  a  statute  for  you,  caitiff!  there  is. — 
Come,  Sir, — come — strip,  and  go  up  the  chimney 
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directly. — Strip,  or  FU  kill  you  with  the  toasting 
fork,  and  bury  your  Iwdy  in  the  dust  hole. 

"  [Enter  the  cat,  zv'ith  a  tad  as  thick  as  mrj  arm, 

gallopping  round  the  roo7ii.'\ 
"  Zounds  and  death,  what's  to  be  done  ? — My 
lifer's  not  insured  ! — I  must  get  out  of  the  house. 
[Rattling  of  wheels,  and  cries  of  '  Fire  r  in  tlie 
street. 1  Oh,  the  devil !  here  comes  the  parish 
engine,  and  as  many  thieves  with  it  as  might  serve 
six  parishes  ! — Shut  the  doors,  below,  I  say. — [Call- 
ing doxvn  stairs.'\ — Don't  let  'em  in. — Thomas  ! — 
the  house  will  be  gutted  from  top  to  bottom  ! — 
Thomas  ! — Where  is  that  rascally  servant  of  mine  ! 
Thomas  ! — [Calling  in  all  directions.] — I — I  must 
see,  myself. 

"  Scene  chanrres  to  the  kitchen.     Tlie  housemaid 

in  hysterics  under  the  dresser.] 
"  Pooh  !  what  a  smell  of  sulphur  ! — Thomas  ! — 
Thomas  ! — Thomas  !  I  remember  it  was  on  a  Friday 
I  hired  him  ! — Thomas  ! — [I  Jind  him  in  the  Jack 
towel.'] — Take  a  wet  blanket,  you  rascal,  and  get 
through  the  garret  window.  Crawl  up  the  tiles, 
you  wretch,  and  muffle  the  chinmey  pot ! 

"  Madam  ! — [  The  landlady  clings  round  my 
neck'] — IVIadam  ! — for  Heaven's  sake  ! — There  is  no 
danger,  I  assure  you. — [She  clings  tighter.] — Or, 
if  there  is,  we  had  better  embrace  after  it's  over. — 
You'll  *  die  by  me  .''' — No,  no ;  not  for  the  world. — 
Throw  some  pails  of  water  on  the  grate,  for  Hca- 
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veil's  sake  ! — Damn  tlie  monkey  !  how  he  gets 
between  one's  legs!  Tliomas  !  Thomas! — [^The 
tumult  increases.] — Tliomas  ! 

"  Thomas. — [Down  the  chimney.'] — Sir  ! 
"  One  more  peep  [/  run  up  stairs]  fi-om  the 
window. — Hark,  how  they  knock  without ! — Rat- 
tat-tat  !  As  I  live,  here  are  a  dozen  engines,  fifty 
firemen,  and  four  thousand  fools  ! — I  must  be  off! 
— Thomas  !  —  [ He  enters.]  —  I  must  escape.  — 
Thomas  !  I'll  sepulchre  you — but  not  yet. — Shew 
me  the  back  door  ? 

"  Thomas.  There  is  none,  Sir, — I've  beea  trying 
to  get  out  myself. 
"  No  back  door  ! 
"  [Enter  the  Coolc,  xvith  the  monkey  on  her  back. 

The  knocking-  continues.] 
"  Cook.  Oh  laws.  Sir  !  We  shall  all  be  destructed, 
Sir  ! — Oh   laws  !  where  is  your  honour's  doubled- 
barrelled  gun  .'' 

"  ^^y  g^^''^  ^ — up  stairs.  ^Vhat  d'ye  want  with  the 
gun  ? 

"  Cook.  Oh  laws,  Sir  !  if  it  was  to  be  shot  off  up 
the  chimblcy,  it  would  surely  put  it  out. 

"  She*s  right.  Run,  Thomas!  At  the  head  of 
the  bed.  Away  with  you.  Mind — it's  loaded — 
take  care  what  you  are  about. 

There  they  go  ! — They  have  found  it. — Now 
they  are  down  stairs. — Why,  zounds  !  the  woman 
has  got  the  gun  ! — Take  it  from  her  ! — he  don't  hear 
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nie. — Thomas  ! — She's  going  to  fire  it,  as  I  hve  ! — 
Yes,  she's  sitting  down  in  the  grate  ! — Thomas  ! — 
with  her  body  halfway  up  the  chimney  ! — Thomas  ! 
Death  !  the  woman's  a  fool. — Bang  !  bang  !  [Report 
ficard]    Ah  !  there  she  goes  backwards  ! — ifs  all 
up  !    Here  comes  the  soot  in  cart-loads  all  over  her  ! 
— Thomas  !  you  rascal ! — She's  killed  ! — No,  egad  ! 
she's  up  and  running. — Don't  let  her  come  near  me ! 
— Margery  !    Pshaw  !    What's   her  name  ? — She's 
running    towards   the   street   door  ! — Margery  I — 
AVhy,  she's  all  on  fire,  and  as  black  as  a  soot  bag ! 
— Why,  stop  her  I  say. — Ah  !  she  gets  into  the 
street. — Thomas ! — Margery  —  Every  body  !    The 
woman  will  be  burned  to  death  ! — [Shouts  xoithout, 
and  noise  qfzoatcr.]    Ha  ! — [/  run  to  the  windozv.] 
— Huzza ! — The  engines  are  playing  upon  her  !  ! 

"  That  infernal  footman  !    he  is  my  fate — and  I 
thought  it  would  be  the  monkey  ! 
Enter  Thomas. 
"  Come    in,    you    sneaking    scoundrel. — Is    the 
woman  burnt  ? 

"  Tlwmas.  No,  Sir, — she  is  only  singed. 
"  Singed  !  you  Beelzebub's  bastard  ! — Curse  the 
monkey — stop   liini — lie's  gone   off  with  my  gold 
spectacles  ! 

"  If  you  have  compassion,  hear  a  man  of  five-and- 
forty's  prayer  !  I  can't  stay  here  ! — where  am  I  to 
go  to  ? — If  you  should  think — Thomas  ! — I  nnist 
o-et  into  a  haekncv-coach  ! — If  vou  should  think-— 
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Call  me  a  hackney-coach,  Sirrah, — and  ask  the  man 
vhat  he  charges  for  it  (cVye  hear)  by  the  week. — If 
you  should  think  that  there  is  any  chance  of  my 
doing  well  in  Edinburgh — I  shouldn't  like  to  be 
above  the  fifth  story,  (I  understand  most  of  their 
liouses  run  ten.) — A  line,  by  return,  would  oblige. 
As  I  have  no  home  at  present,  except  my  hackney- 
coach  that  IVe  sent  for,  I  can't  say  exactly  in  what 
place  of  suffering  your  letter  will  find  me ;  but,  by 
addressing  to  the  coffee-house  in  Rathbone-place,  it 
will  somewhere  or  other  come  to  the  hands  of. 
Your  very  humble  servant, 

Wrinkleton  Fidget. 
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SrcZ— 1808. 

The  following  is  a  choice  specimen  of  Folly  car- 
ried to  a  considerable  height. 

M.  Grandpree  and  M.  Le  Pique,  both  Paris 
uniques,  having  quarrelled  about  Mademoiselle 
Tirevit,  a  celebrated  opera  dancer,  a  challenge 
ensued.  Iking  both  men  of  elevated  mind,  they 
agreed  to  fight  in  balloons.  Accordingly,  on  the 
day  in  question,  the  parties  met  at  a  field  adjoining 
the  Thuillerics,  where  their  respective  balloons  were 
ready  to  receive  them.  Each,  attended  by  a  second, 
ascended  his  car,  loaded  with  blunderbusses.  A 
great  multitude  attended,  hearing  of  the  balloons, 
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])ut  little  dreaming  of  their  purpose.  At  nine  o'clock, 
the  cords  were  cut,  and  the  balloons  ascended  ma- 
jestically, amidst  the  shouts  of"  the  spectators.  When 
they  had  mounted  to  about  the  height  of  nine  hun- 
dretl  yards,  M.  Le  Pique  fired  his  piece  ineffectually  ; 
almost  innnediatelv  after,  the  fire  was  returned  by  M. 
Grandpree, which  penetrated  his  adversary ""s  balloon: 
the  consecj^uence  of  which  was,  its  rapid  descent ;  and 
]\I.  Le  Pique  and  his  second  were,  (of  course,) 
dashed  to  pieces  on  a  house-top  over  which  the  bal- 
loon fell.  The  victorious  Grandpree  then  de- 
lighted the  tasteful  Parisians,  by  mounting  aloft  in 
the  grandest  style  imaginable ;  and  descended  safe, 
with  his  second,  about  seven  leagues  from  the  place 
of  his  ascension.  Whether  he  detailed  here,  his  very 
crediiahlc  exploit,  or  whether  his  very  cred'ttdble 
Mistress  here  awaited  his  descent,  unfortunately  we 
arQ  not  acquainted  witli. 

C^A— 1815. 
This  evening's  "  Courier""  presented  its  readei-s 
with  the   following    display,  which  evidently  pnj- 
ceeded  from  a  ddlcate  and  r^^ir/«^mind  : — 

"  IMatuimoxv. — A  Lady,  tremblingly  alive  to 
the  impropriety  of  this  address,  is  nevertheless  com- 
pelled, from  the  family  discomforts  slie  now  endures, 
to  adopt  this  method  of  obtaining  a  friend  and  pro- 
tector ;  and  she  is  quite  certain,  that  a  candid  e\- 
})lanation  of  her  situation,  will  excuse,  with  a  liberal 

G  5 
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mind,  this  apparently  indecorous  appeal.  The 
Advertiser  has  been  married,  is  middle-aged>  of 
pleasing  appearance,  highly  educated,  and  accom- 
plished; but,  she  flatters  herself,  the  regulations 
of  her  heart  and  mind  exceed  all  outward  recom- 
mendation :  her  income  is  very  small,  and  only  just 
sufficient  to  enable  her  to  make  the  appearance  of  a 
gentlewoman.  The  being  she  is  desirous  of  looking 
up  to  for  happiness,  must  be,  by  birth,  far  above 
the  middling  class  of  society ;  and  all  professions, 
except  the  Church,  the  Army,  or  Navy,  will  be 
objected  to ;  about  forty,  but  not  under  that  age ; 
very  tall,  of  gentleman-like  appearance,  and  possess- 
ing that  polish,  and  those  liabits,  that  are  only  to  be 
acquired  in  good  company  ;  of  an  unimpeached, 
moral,  respectable,  and  honom-able  character,  fond 
of  retirement  and  domestic  life.  Fortune  not  being 
the  object  of  the  Advertiser,  she  requires  his  income 
only  to  be  ecjual  to  his  own  wants ;  and  she  will 
never  lessen  it.  As  the  most  serious  and  painful 
causes  liave  occasioned  this  Address,  it  is  earnestly 
solicited  that  no  one  will  reply  to  it  from  curiosity  or 
amusement ;  and  persons  who  seek  fortune,  con- 
nections, or  any  other  worldly  advantage,  will  only 
be  disappointed  by  noticing  it ;  but  should  it  meet 
the  eye  of  a  being  whose  mind  is  sufficiently  culti- 
vated to  consider  a  well-born,  elegant,  and  accom- 
])lished  companion,  and  sincere  friend,  the  first  trea- 
sure in  life,  from  such  she  will  be  glad  to  hear ;  and 
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real  names  and  address  will  be  considered  a  pledge 
of  sincerity  that  will  not  be  abused.  Letters  must 
be  post  paid,  and  addressed  to  O.  P.  Q.,  Two-penny 
l\)st-office,  Blandfoi-d-strcet,  Portman-square. 

9^/^—1738. 

Dr.  WoixoT,  (alias  "  Peter  Pindar,")  was 
christened  at  Dodbrooke,  in  Devonshire,  the  place 
of  his  nativity.  Few  of  his  Repartees  are  on  re- 
cord ;  his  Satires,  in  verse,  arc  still  perused,  witii 
avidity,  by  every  lover  of  the  piquant  and  the  bril- 
liant. 

The  following  "  Ode  to  My  Baux,"  which 
appears  at  t)ne  period  to  have  been  the  refuge  of 
some  hapless  votaries  of  the  Sock  and  Buskin,  from 
the  joint  persecution  of  Justices,  Churchwardens, 
and  Overseers,  all,  we  think,  must  admire  and  smile 
dver  : — 

Sweet  haunt  of  Solitude  and  rats, 

MicCy  tuneful  owls,  and  purring  cats, 
Whoj  while  we  mortals  sleep,  the  gloom  pervade ; 

And  wish  not  for  the  Sun's  all-seeing  eye. 

Their  mousing  mysteries  to  espy  ; 
Blest,  like  philosophers,  amidst  the  shade ! 

When  Persecution,  with  an  iron  hand. 

Dared  drive  the  moral-menders  from  the  land, 
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Caird  Players — friendly  to  the  wandering  crew, 
Thine  eye  with  tears  surveyed  the  mighty  wrong, 
Tiiine  open  arms  received  the  mournful  throng — 

Kings  without  shirts,  and  queens  with  half  a  shoe. 

Alas  !  what  dangers  gloom'd  of  late  around  ! 

Monarchs  and  queens,  with  halters  nearly  bound  ; 
Duke,  dukeling,  princess,  prince,  consign'd  to  jail  : 

And,  what  the  very  soul  of  pity  shocks, 

The  poor  old  Lear  was  threatened  with  the  stocks; 
Cordelia,  with  the  cart's  unfeeline;  tail. 

"  The  Examiner"  of  this  date  extracts  the  follow- 
ing bit  of  vivacity  from  a  pubHcation  entitled — 
"  Leaves  from  a  JournaV 

"  In  an  old  church,  in  the  Town  of  Truro,  in 
Cornwall,  there  is  a  large  massive  monument,  which 
is  erected  to  the  memory  of  John  Roberts,  Esq. 
who  died  in  1614.  It  was  originally  decorated  with 
several  figures;  and  having  fallen  into  decay,  was,  a 
few  years  since,  repaired,  by  orders  of  Miss  H  , 

of  Landarick,  a  descendant  of  the  family.  When 
it  was  finished,  the  mason  presented  an  account,  of 
which  the  following  is  a  literal  copy  : — 

"  To  putting  one  new  foot  to  Mr.  John  Roberts ; 
mending  the  other ;  putting  seven  new  buttons  to 
his  coat,  and  a  new  string  to  his  breeches-knees.    To 
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two  new  feet  to  his  wife,  Phillis ;  mending  her  eyes, 
and  putting  a  new  nosegay  into  lier  hand.  To  two 
new  hands,  and  a  new  nose,  to  the  Captain.  To 
two  new  hands  to  his  wife  ;  and  putting  a  new  cuff 
to  her  gown.  To  making  and  fixing  two  new^ 
wings  on  Time's  shoulders ;  making  a  new  great-toe ; 
mending  the  handle  to  his  scythe,  and  putting  a 
new  blade  to  it.""  All  of  which  items  are  severally 
drawn  out,  and  balanced  by  pounds,  shillings,  and 
pence. 

The  same  Print,  of  the  same  date,  also  makes  this 
extract  from  the  "  Medical  Advise?:'''' 

"  Child's  Caul. — To  be  sold,  for  Thirty  Gui- 
neas, a  Child's  Caul,  that  has  already  made  seventy- 
two  voyages,  in  which  were  encountered  thirty-eight 
hurricanes,  besides  sundry  small  storms,  in  which 
not  a  single  drowning  took  place.  Application  to 
be  made  at  ]Mr.  Underwood's,  Fleet-street,  where 
two  old  women  attend  daily  *. — N.B.  This  Caul  is 
particidarly  useful  in  steam-boats  and  balloons." 


12th — Ascensiox-Day. 
The  Parishioners  of ,  near  the  City  of 


on  this  morning,  in  1822,  resolved  to  perambulate 
the  bounds  of  the  Parish  ;  but  the  walk  beinjj  too 
much  for  one  day's  work,  there  was  a  difference  of 

•  Does  this  alliiJe  to  Mv.  UncicrwooJ  and  his  Assistant? — Uu. 
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opinion  as  to  what  place  tliey  should  leave  off  at,  the 
first  day ;  when,  luckily,  one  of  the  party  put  an 
end  to  the  contention,  by  a  proposition,  which  was 
carried  nem.  con. ;  "  that  they  should — all  end  at  the 
galloxos  ,•■"  which,  fortunately  for  them,  stands  in 
the  middle  of  the  parish. 

ICi'A— 1801. 

James  Hardy  Vaux, — transported. 

This  fellow  was  one  of  the  most  gentlemanly  and 
truly  interesting  thieves  on  record ;  and,  fortunately 
for  the  present  age  and  posterity,  he  has  written  his 
"  Memoirs,""  which  throw  such  real  light  on  the  habits 
and  characters  of  his  distinguished  contemporaries, 
that  if  he  be  not  already  hung^  we  implore  him  to 
bestow,   as   a  last  gift   to  the  literary  world — His 

"  REailNISCENCES  AND  RECOLLECTIONS."''' 

Many  instances  of  gentlemanly  adroitness  in 
raising  the  zaind  are  attributed  to  this  aspiring 
genius,  which  his  bashfulness  would  not  let  him 
insert  in  his  "  Memoirs  ;'  but  we  shall  yield  to  no 
such  improjier  feeling,  but  present  our  Headers 
with  one  of  the  "  displays"  in  question,  Avhich  re- 
spectable prints  have  attributed  to  this  Biographical 
Filch, 

One  morning,  as  our  hero  was  ruminating  in 
Hyde  Park,  on  ways  and  means  to  enable  him  to 
prosecute  his  objects  with  better  spii'it,  his  atten- 
tion  was  arrested    by  the   fine  figure  of  a  horse, 


MAY.  135 

which  a  groom  was  leading  to  exercise  in  the  park  : 

he  stopped  the  lad,  and  asked  him  several  cjuestions 

relative   to   the  animal ;    and,  among   others,  "  at 

wiiat    price    he    valued    the   horse?''     The  groom 

answered,  that  his  "  master  had    lately  given  120 

guineas  for  him,  and  considered  it  a  great  bargain." 

Mr.  Vaux  said,  if  he  would  let  him  see  the  horse 

trot  for  a  hundred  yards,  he  would  give  him  half- 

a-crown;  with   this  the  groom  complied,  and  our 

adventurer  asked  if  it  was  possible  that  two  or  three 

of  his  friends  could,  at  some  future  time,  receive  the 

like  gratification  ?  The  lad  said,  he  came  every  day, 

about  that  time,  to  air  and  exercise  him.     INIr.  \'aux 

jjromiscd,  that  if  he  would  be  punctually  there  the 

next  day,  and  shew  the  horse  through  his  paces,  (as 

he  should  direct  him,)  he  would  give  him  a  guinea 

for  his  trouble.     The  groom  promised   to   attend, 

and  I\Ir.  Vaux  sauntered  to  one  of  the  taverns  in 

the  neighbourhood  of  St.  James's ;  where,  meeting 

some  irentlemen    with    whom  he  had   a  slight   ac- 

quaintance,   he    thus   addressed    them : — "  I    have 

just  been  to  my  banker's,  and  am  much  surprised 

that  some  remittances    I  have  expected  for  some 

tlays  have  not  arrived.     I  have  determined,  rather 

thau  ask  the  favor  of  an  advance,  to  sell  my  favourite 

horse,  and  a  thought  has  come  into  my  head — for 

the  sake  of  amusement,  I  will  dispose  of  him  by  a 

raffle.     I  gave  120  guineas  for  him,  and  bought  liim 

cheap ;  the  terms  shall  be  20  guineas  each,  and  six 
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members  ;  the  winner  and  myself  to  contribute  five 
guineas  each,  towards  a  dinner.  I  shall  require  no 
money  down  till  the  horse  has  been  seen  and  ap- 
proved of;  for  that  purpose,  I  will  order  my  groom 
to  take  him  into  Hyde  Park  to-morrow  morning, 
where  you  will  have  an  opportunity  of  seeing  his 
figure  and  performances — how  say  you  !  are  you 
agreed  ?""  On  these  conditions,  six  gentlemen  present 
subscribed  their  names  in  his  memorandum-book. 
Next  morning,  the  gentlemen  and  groom  were 
punctual — the  horse  gave  much  satisfaction — and 
each  one  hoped  he  might  be  the  fortunate  winner. 
Our  hero,  under  pretence  of  giving  the  servant  some 
directions,  slipped  the  guinea  into  his  hand,  and  the 
gentlemen  retired  to  the  tavern — the  stakes  were 
deposited — and  the  dice  soon  confirmed  the  wishes 
of  one  of  the  members,  to  whom  jVIr.  \'aux  ob- 
served,— "  It  now  remains  for  me  to  put  you  in 
])ossession  of  your  prize,  which  I  will  immediately 
do,  if  you  will  accompany  me  to  the  stables  where 
he  is  at  livery ;  and  which  will  kill  time  till  dinner 
is  ready."  They  had  no  sooner  got  into  the  street, 
than  the  supposed  owner  of  the  horse  thus  addressed 
his  companion  : — "  1  am  exceedingly  sorry  to  infcrn) 
you,  that  the  horse  you  saw  to-day  is  not  mine  ;  it 
was  only  an  expedient  I  used  to  raise  the  wind;  — 
there,  Sir,  is  your  money  back  again  ;  and  there  the 
five  guineas  for  your  contribution  towards  the  din- 
ner.    All  the  other  gentlemen  are  satisfied  they  lost 
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their  money  fairly — by  having  yours  returned,  you 
are  not  injured; — if  you  betray  me,  you  will  only 
be  laughed  at— but,  by  keeping  the  secret,  you  will 
lay  me  under  a  great  obligation."  The  gentleman 
complied  with  the  last  request,  and  they  returned 
to  dinner,  where  the  evening  was  passed  in  convi- 
viality; and  next  morning,  our  intrepid  adventurer 
set  off  to  seek  his  fortune  elsewhere. 

I6f/i— 18^21. 

In  a  letter  from  "  York,"  of  the  date  affixed, 
inserted  in  an  American  Paper,  entitled  "  The  Car- 
lisle Republican,"  the  following  somewhat  extraor- 
diruu-y  detail  appears : — 

The  Devil  in  Limbo  at  last. —  Some  time 
since,  his  Majesty,  King  Lucifer,  was  caught, 
and  safely  delivered  over  to  the  custody  of  the 
jailor  of  this  county,  where  he  is,  at  present,  in  con- 
finement, well  secured  and  ironed,  to  await  the 
decision  of  the  law.  The  circumstances  are,  as  far 
as  they  have  come  to  our  knowledge,  as  follows : — 
A  farmer,  in  a  neighbouring  township,  after  the 
family  had  retired  to  rest,  was  sitting  by  the  fire, 
ruminating  over  the  events  of  the  day,  and  the 
prospects  of  to-morrow,  when  suddenly  the  door  of 
his  apartment  was  thrown  open,  and  in  stalked  a 
gigantic  figure,  with  a  lai'ge  pair  of  horns,  very 
fiery  eyes,  and   terrible  aspect,  and  a  long  bridle- 
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tail,  which   swung  about.     The  brimstone   tyrant 
appeared  in  all  the  majesty  of  ugliness ;  the  terri- 
fied farmer  stood  aghast,  whilst  in  a  hoarse  and 
hollow  voice  he  learned,  to  his  utter  fear  and  asto- 
nishment, the  august  personage  before  him  was  the 
Devil,  who  had  come  to  take  possession  of  his  body 
and  soul.     The  luckless  farmer   pleaded  off;    the 
Devil  was  inexorable ;  the  terrified  man  fell  on  his 
knees,  and  begged  a  day,  promising  every  thing  in 
the  world  for  a  respite.     At   length,  his  Infernal 
jVIajesty  offered  to  give  him  a  few  years'*  time,  for  the 
sum  of  500  dollars,  which  the  farmer  immediately 
presented  in  bank  notes  ;   but  the  Devil  told  him  he 
'  durst  not  touch  paper-money — his  fingers  would 
burn  it,''     The  farmer  then  promised  and  swore 
that  he  would  have  the  notes  exchanged  for  specie 
the  next  day ;  and  if  his  Majesty  would  please  to 
call  upon  liim  the  ensuing  night,  he  should  have  it. 
Upon  this  assurance,  the  Devil  departed ;  and  the 
next  day  the  farmer  came  to  this  place,  where  he 
procured  specie  for  his  notes,  and  returned  home 
hap})y,  in  the  thoughts  of  getting  so  easily  rid  of  his 
unwelcome  visitor.     In  the  course  of  the  evening,  a 
Yankee  ])edlar  stopped  at  his  house,  and  asked  for 
lodgings,  which  were  refused  ;  and  on  the  Yankee'' s 
insisting  to  stay,  as  he  could  go  no  farther   that 
night,  the  farmer  told  him  that  he  had  better  not, 
as  the  Devil  was  to  be  there  shortly,  and  would,  in 
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all  probability,   take  him  aloiif^   with   him.      The 
Vmikee,  although  a  httle  surprised  at  the  oddity  of 
the  man,  replied  that  he  was  willing  to  risk  it ;  he 
unharnessed    his   nag,  swallowed  his  supper,   and, 
after  providing  himself  with  a  good  ckib,  took  his 
station  in  a  private  corner.     The  farmer  stood  at  hiis 
table  before  the  fire,  on  one  end  of  which  he  took 
his  seat,  and  at  the  other  end  pai'aded  his  dollars, 
apparently  wishing  to  avoid,  as  much  as  possible, 
the  sooty  fingers   and   sulphureous   scent   of  Mr. 
Beelzebub.     Accordingly,  at  a  late  hour,  the  door 
flew  open,    in  stalked    his   INIajesty,    accoutred   as 
before,  spitting  fire  and  vomiting  smoke  in  his  pas- 
sage  to   the    table,  which    contained   the   farmer's 
ransom.     The  Devil,  who  hates  formality,  imme- 
diately connnenced  gathering  up  the  pieces  ;   when 
our    Yankee,   stepping   up  behind  him,  levelled  a 
blow  at  his  head  with  the  club,  which  did  no  further 
injury  than   knocking  oft"  one  of  the  horns  of  Mr. 
Devil,  who  seemed  disposed  to  make  his  escape ;  but 
fortunately  a  second  hit  with  the  club  knocked  him 
down;  when,  with  the  assistance  of  the  farmer,  who, 
by  this  time,  had  not  so  much  dread  of  his  Satanic 
Majesty,  he  was  tied  and  conveyed  to  the  prison  of 
this  place. 

17f/i_1817. 
]\Ir.  Samuel  Jessop  died  at  Heckington,  aged 
65. 
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At  his  decease  he  possessed  a  good  fortune,  not- 
\vithstaiKlhig  a  most  inordinate  craving  for  physic, 
by  which  he  was  distinguished  for  the  last  thirty 
years  of  his  hfe,  as  appeared  on  a  trial  for  the 
amount  of  an  apothecary"'s  bill,  at  the  assizes  at 
Lincoln,  a  short  time  before  Mr.  Jessop''s  death, 
wherein  he  was  defendant.  The  evidence  on  the 
trial  affords  the  following  materials  for  the  epitaph 
of  the  deceased,  which  will  not  be  transcended  by 
the  memorabilia  of  the  life  of  any  man: — In 
twenty-one  years  (from  1791  to  1816),  the  deceased 
took  226,934  pills,  supplied  by  a  respectable  apo- 
thecary at  Bottesford ;  which  is  at  the  rate  of  10,806 
pills  a  year,  or  twenty-nine  pills  each  day  ;  but  as 
the  patient  began  with  a  more  moderate  appetite* 
and  increased  it  as  he  proceeded,  in  the  last  five 
years  preceding  1816,  he  took  the  pills  at  the  rate 
of  seventy-eight  a  day ;  and  in  the  year  1814  he 
swallowed  not  less  than  51,590. — Notwithstanding 
this,  and  the  addition  of  40,000  botdes  of  mixture, 
and  juleps  and  electuaries,  extending  altogether  to 
fifty-five  closely  written  colunms  of  an  apothecary's 
bill,  the  deceased  lived  to  attain  the  advanced  age  of 
sixty-five  years  ! 

oOif/i— 1736. 

The  following  curious  entry  is  inserted  in  the 
register  of  Lymington  church,  under  the  year  above 
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mentioned.  "  Samuel  Baldwin,  Esq.  sojourner  in 
this  parish,  was  immersed,  without  the  Needles, 
sans  ccremoJiii'y  May  20:" — that  is  to  say,  his 
remains  were  deposited  in  the  English  Channel,  a 
small  distance  from  the  Isle  of  Wight.  This  was 
performed  in  consequence  of  an  earnest  wish  he  had 
expressed  to  that  effect,  a  little  before  his  disso- 
lution, from  a  determination  to  disappoint  the  in- 
tention of  an  affectionate  wife,  who  had  repeatedly 
assured  him,  in  tiieir  domestic  squabbles,  (which  were 
very  numerous,)  that  if  Providence  permitted  her  to 
survive  him,  she  would  revenge  her  conjugal  vex- 
ations by  occasionally  dancing  on  the  turf  that 
covered  his  grave. 

215^—1825. 

Tlie  renowned  Daniel  O'Coxnel  treated  the 
good  City  of  London  with  one  of  his  choice  orato- 
rical displays. 

All  who,  like  him,  are  ceaselessly  thrusting  them- 
selves  before  the  public  eye,  and  exhibit  a  perpetual 
ravenousness  for  the  plaudits  of  the  Jis1i-inarkcty 
must  expect  now  and  then  to  receive  a  few  shots 
from  those  riflemen  whose  motto  is,  "  To  shoot 
Folly  as  it  flies.''  A  brace  of  these  (in  the  sha|)e 
of  parodies)  we  present  the  reader  with  : — the  first 
is  extracted  from  a  sprightly  volume,  entitled 
"  Anacreon  in  Dublin,"  and  is  significantly  called  — 
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THE  PUPPET. 

T'other  clay  I  chanced  to  pop 
My  head  into  a  toyman's  sho]3 ; 
And  a  puppet  there  I  saw, 
Image  of  a  Man  of  law, 
Dress'd  in  gown,  and  band,  and  wig, 
Looking  very  wise  and  big. 
Tell  me,  said  I  to  the  'prentice. 
Who  by  this  fine  figure  meant  is  ? — 
"  Sir," — replied  the  little  rogue. 
Speaking  in  a  Munster  brogue, — 
*'  Arr all  fait,  'tis  Lawyer  Dan, 
"  Nate  and  new,  and  spick  and  span  ; — 
"  But  if  you  the  maker  ax 
"  Of  this  pretty  lad  of  wax, 
"  'Twas  my  master,  and  not  I, 
"  Had  a  finger  in  the  pie. 
"  I'd  not  on  my  conscience  take  it, 
"  With  my  own  two  hands  to  make  it ; 
"  Or  'mong  dasent  folks  to  bring 
"  Such  a  very  dangerous  thing, 
"  As  a  head  so  hot  and  crazy, 
"  Which  no  mortal  can  make  aizy. 
"  Take  him — we'll  not  disagree — 
"  Take  him  for  a  Tenpentvy  .'" — 
With  a  silver  bit  I  bought  him. 
And,  rejoicing,  home  I  brought  him. 
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Tlie  succeeding  is  adapted  to  a  popular  "  Irish 
melody,"'  and  first  appeared  in  that  Patriotic  Print, 
"  The  Cork  Constitution  *." 

Believe  me,  if  all  those  absurdities  rare 

That  you\e  nurtured  so  long  in  your  brain. 
Were  rudely  expell'd,  or  were  weeded  with  care, 

A  fresh  harvest  would  spring  up  again. 
You'd  be  just  as  absurd  as  this  moment  thou  art ; 

As  perverse,  and  as  full  of  self-will ; 
And  towards  every  folly,  each  throb  of  your  heart, 

Would  beat  fervent,  and  foolishly  still. 

Oh  !   it  is  not  in  youth  when  gross  folly  is  shown, 

That  it  blossoms,  and  withers  away. 
It  clings  to  old  age,  and  O'C 11  alone, 

Tliy  death  will  declare  its  decay. 
The  man  that's  a  boobv,  will  laush  at,  as  vain. 

The  exposure  and  sneers  of  his  foes  ; 
As  Hume,  when  defeated,  still  starts  up  again, 

And  bullies  it  on  to  the  close. 

While  we  are  on  the  subject  of  Irish  diffidence 
uftd  fahnt,  we  cannot  resist  the  temptation  of 
presenting  our  Headers  with  a  highly- finished 
"  PoiiTKAiT,"  drawn  by  an  artist  of  almost  un- 
rivaled discernment,  and  powers  of  colouring.    This 

•  A  New.opaper  that  is  full  a  century  before  all  its  couteinpo- 
iTH-ies  ill  Ireland  in  typograpiiical  neatness. 
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chcf-cTa:uvrc^  it  is  pretty  well  known,  proceeds  from 
the  pencil  of  Lady  Morgan  ;  and,  certainly,  there 
never  was  any  "  object,"  moving  on  two  legs,  be- 
neath the  Moon,  so  faithfully  and  strongly  deli- 
neated. 

MR.  TERENCE  o'fLUMMEEY  ;    AN  IRISH  PORTRAIT. 

This  young  gentleman,  who  has  lately  completed 
his  twenty-fifth  year,  is  justly  vain  of  his  family 
and  pretensions.  His  family,  even  in  Ireland,  is 
allowed  to  be  ancient.  The  O'Flummeries  are  gene- 
rally considered  to  have  come  in  with  the  Creation, 
and  are  respected  (by  themselves)  accordingly.  It 
is  equally  certain,  that  they  acted  a  conspicuous 
part,  in  former  times,  upon  the  theatre  of  Irish 
History ;  but,  for  want  of  historians,  their  exploits 
have  not  heretofore  been  celebrated  beyond  the  fire- 
sides of  their  descendants.  The  omission,  however, 
is  now  pretty  well  supi^lied  by  Master  Terry,  (as  he 
is  still  called  by  the  friends  of  the  family,)  who 
never  fails,  when  a  third  tumhler  has  stirred  up  his 
pride  of  ancestry,  to  fill  up  that  important  chasm  in 
the  annals  of  his  country.  His  accounts  are  not 
perfectly  distinct,  but  they  are  full  of  novelty  ;  and, 
in  the  main,  extremely  crcdital)le  to  the  heroism  of 
his  forefathers.  The  branch  of  the  O'Flummeries, 
of  which  our  hero  is  a  sprig,  are  determined  Pro- 
testants. Their  conversion  from  the  errors  of 
Popery  was  effected  about  the  middle  of  the  last 
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Century,  l\v  a  process  of  persuasion  peculiar  to  Ire- 
land.      Mr.  Brian  OTlummery,   the  grandsire   of 
Terence,  was  then  in  possession  of  the  family  estate; 
and,  as  he  was  a  wealthy  man,  the  state  of  his  soul 
became  a  subject  of  public  concern.     Accordingly, 
there  was  dispatched  to  him,  not  a  learned  doctor 
of  theology,  to  allure  him  to  the  paths  of  truth  by 
the  gentle  methods  of  argument  and  remonstrance, 
but   a  more   authoritative    visitor — His   Majesty's 
most  gracious  writ  of  suhpcena  ad  respondendum, 
issuing  forth  from    His  Majesty's  High  Court   of 
Chancery,  signed  by  the  then  keeper  of  His  Ma- 
jesty"'s  Irish  conscience ;  and  commanding  the  said 
Brian  to  appear,  on  a  certain  day  therein  specified, 
in  the  said  Court ;  and  then  and  there  to  declare, 
upon  his  corporal  oath,  whether  he,  the  said  Brian, 
entertained  those  precise  notions  of  another  world, 
which  alone  could   entitle   him,    according   to  the 
several  Acts  in  that  case  made  and  provided,  to  enjoy 
a  landed  property  in   this.     The  oath  was  taken, 
and  the  estate  preserved,  as  I  shall,  probably,  more 
fully  and  at  large,  detail  upon  a  future  occasion. 

The  family  mansion.  Mount  Flummery,  is  situate 
on  the  banks  of  the  Shannon.  The  rent-roll  is  pre- 
cisely a  cool  thousand  a  year,  and  the  property  con- 
sidered one  of  the  best-circumstanced  in  Ireland  ; 
for  the  incumbrances  affectinfj  it  are  somewhat  less 
than  its  real  value ;  and  it  is  admirably  situated  for 
defence   against  the   incursions    of  ivhite-boys  and 

H 
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process-servers.  Besides  this,  Terence,  in  his  con- 
fidential moods,  assures  his  friends,  that,  "  upon  his 
faith  and  honour,  the  finest  pothcem  in  all  Ireland  is 
made,  and  may  be  had  for  asking,  upon  the  borders 
of  his  father's  estate."  This  young  Gentleman's 
occupations,  when  at  Mount  Flummery,  are  miscel- 
laneous. Upon  fine  days,  he  is  fond  of  taking  "  a 
run  across  the  country,"  upon  his  elder  brother's 
mare ;  for  his  own  horse  Darby,  who  is,  "  out  and 
out,  the  first  saddle-horse  in  the  county,"  can  seldom 
be  spared  from  the  plough  or  the  cart.  He  gene- 
rally breaks  in  the  family  pointers ;  and  has  an  old 
hereditary  instinct  for  bringing  down  a  grouse  or 
partridge,  a  few  days  before  the  term  of  the  parlia- 
mentary prohibition  has  expired ;  just  to  keep  up  a 
due  impression  in  the  neighbourhood,  that  an  Irish 
Protestant  Gentleman,  "  born  and  bred  on  the 
banks  of  the  Shannon,"  may  take  what  liberties  he 
likes  with  his  old  friend,  the  Law  of  the  Land.  In 
general,  however,  the  O'Flummeries  are  zealous 
supportersof  established  order;  and  some  of  Terry's 
domestic  employments  have  innnediate  reference  to 
the  political  duties  of  his  House.  He  keeps  the 
family  blunderbusses  in  order  ;  and,  upon  wet  days, 
makes  important  additions  to  the  winter  stock  of 
slugs  and  bullets.  He  has  also  the  credit  of  having 
suggested  the  outline  of  the  present  fortifications  at 
Mount  Flummery,  which  are,  indeed,  so  excellently 
contrived,    that    Captain   Rock   has   hitherto  been 
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baffled  In  his  efforts  to  surprise  that  loyal  citadel. 
Three  times,  last  winter,  the  attempt  was  made,  in 
broad  daylight,  and  while  the  family  were  sitting 
round  the  breakfast-table  :  but  with  so  little  success, 
that,  on  each  occasion,  the  assailed  had  no  less  than 
five  minutes'  notice  of  the  CaptahCs  approach. 

For  the  last  two  or  three  years,  young  OTlura- 
mery  has  passeil  the  spring  months  in  Dublin.  He 
puts  up  at  "  The  Hibernian,"  where  he  has,  upon 
moderate  terms,  a  snug  bed-room  at  tiie  top  of  the 
house,  and  liberty  to  lounge  in  the  coffee-room  on 
wet  days ;  or,  to  speak  more  correctly,  during  the 
wet  hours  of  every  day.  He  seldom  breakfasts, 
and  never  dines  at  his  hotel ;  his  finances,  as  a 
younger  brother,  would  not  allow  it ;  but  the 
O'Flummeries  are  numerous  in  Dublin.  Many  of 
them  hold  lucrative  offices  under  the  Government, 
and  they  all  make  a  point  of  supporting  one  another ; 
so  that  Terence,  by  a  little  management,  contrives 
to  secure  a  daily  invitation  to  dinner — more  parti- 
cularly as  he  never  yet  has  had  the  imprudence  to 
ask  one  of  his  Dubhn  relatives  to  discount  a  bill. 

0''Flummery''s  appearance  is  rather  striking  ;  and 
as,  on  the  whole,  he  may  be  said  to  represent,  in  his 
person  and  manners,  a  pretty  numerous  class  among 
the  rising  generation  of  Irishmen,  upon  whom,  (ac- 
cording to  some,)  the  salvation  of  their  country  will 
mainly  depend,   I  think  it   a  just  tribute  to   their 
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merits,  that  a  single  sample  should  be  delineated  iu 
detail. 

In  stature  he  approaches  the  height  of  the  Belvedere 
Apollo;  but  the  contour  of  his  features,  and  still 
more  their  expression,  differs  in  many  respects  from 
that  model  of  masculine  perfection.  In  truth,  there 
is  much  more  of  the  Devil  than  the  God,  in  Terry  s 
looks ;  for,  in  his  mornents  of  anger,  he  looks  "  de- 
vilish fierce;"  and,  in  his  equally  violent  paroxysms 
of  politeness,  "  devilish  genteel."  The  character  of 
his  countenance  in  its  neutral  moods  belongs  to  the 
purely  physical.  There  is  flesh,  and  blood,  and  bone, 
in  great  profusion.  High  check-bones,  a  stout  com- 
mon-place nose,  with  a  thriving  plantation  of 
whiskers  to  shelter  it  from  the  side-v/inds ;  a  pair  of 
eyes,  each  as  plump,  and  oleaginous,  and  ogling,  as 
a  Carlingford  oyster ;  a  mouth  extremely  well 
adapted  to  the  two  great  employments  of  his  life, 
eating  and  talking ;  for,  were  it  less  capacious  and 
pliant,  it  would  be  quite  impossible  for  the  masses 
of  viands  that  enter,  or  the  still  larger  lumps  of' 
oaths  and  exclamations  that  come  out,  to  force  a 
passage ;  'these,  with  a  head  of  hair  as  bristling  and 
bushy  as  heath  upon  an  uncultivated  hill,  and  an 
expanse  of  cheek  richhj  stuccoed  with  the  small-pox ; 
but  still  arrayed  in  the  most  glowing  colours  of  pre- 
sent health,  form  a  general  style  of  visage  that  may 
be  not  inaptly  termed  "  the  florid  Gothic." 
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Of  his  dress  I  shall  merely  say,  that,  when  new, 
it  is  in  the  extremity  of  the  Dublin  fashion,  which  is 
synonymous  with  the  London  fashion  "  in  ex- 
tremes." His  cravat,  in  particular,  is  greatly  to  be 
commended  for  the  am})litude  of  its  folds,  and  the 
variety  of  its  congyratlons.  In  the  centre,  appears 
conspicuously,  a  glistening  Irish  diamond,  like  an 
inqviisitive  eye,  peeping  out  to  see  what  the  Morld 
thinks  of  the  owner. 

O'Flummery's  gait  and  gestvu*es  have  a  con- 
siderable dash  of  the  heroical — more  especially  when 
he  is  exhibiting  upon  his  favourite  lounge,  from 
"  oMilliken's"  to  "  Nelson's  Pillar,"  and  back  again. 
In  truth,  he  throws  out  his  limbs  with  a  certain  air 
of  defiance,  from  which  you  can  infer  that  he  has  too 
much  punch  in  his  blood  to  bear  the  shadow  of  a 
slight  from  any  man ;  and  as  he  has  somewhere 
heard,  that  "  none  but  the  brave  deserve  the  fair,' 
whenever  he  approaches  a  group  of  well-dressed 
females,  the  roll  of  his  Mps  becomes  peculiarly  im- 
posing. The  back  view  of  his  figure  is  chiefly  re- 
markable for  those  involuntary  twitchings  in  the 
muscles  over  the  blade-bones,  which  his  countrymen 
call  "  the  brogue  in  the  shoulders."  But  Terry 
has  laboured  hard  to  stifle  the  brogue  in  other 
quarters.  His  intonations  were  once  rich  and  abori- 
ginal;  but  he  passed  the  summer  before  last  at 
Cheltenham,  and  ever  since  he  has  evinced  a  most 
merciless  disposition  towards  His  Majesty's  English. 
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Some  of  his  acquaintance  attribute  this  to  the  effect 
of  the  waters,  and  cite  many  similar  instances  ;  but 
a  friend,  who  put  up  at  the  same  boarding-house, 
asserts,  that  on  the  very  first  day  of  his  appearance 
there  at  the  dinner-table,  (they  sat  opposite  to  a  rich 
Manchester    cotton-twislerV   daughter,)   he    could 
perceive  Terry  making  a  violent  effort  to  catch  the 
English  accent;  but  by  one  of  those  accidents  at- 
tendant  upon  a  hurried  exertion,  he  contrived  to 
lay  hold  of  it  by  the  wrong  end.     Whatever  the 
cause,   therefore,   certain  it  is,  that  his  accent  and 
pronunciation,  though  they  pass  at  Mount  Flum- 
mery for  the  purest  Cheltenham,  differ  essentially 
from  the  rules  recommended  by  Mr.  Walker,     Of 
the  d^s  and  e's^  in  particular,  he  makes  strange  work. 
He  who,  before  the  memorable  trip  to  Cheltenham, 
did  not  hesitate  to  extol  Mount  Flummery  as  a  part 
of  Ireland   where    "  bating  was  chape,'"  {Angiice, 
where  a  man  might  get  kicked  and  cuffed  for  the 
merest  trifle,)  will  now  ofifer  to  hand  a  cheer  to  a  leedy; 
express  his  utter  disteeste  to  steel  bread,  and  praise 
an  English  .s^^^^'^-coach  as  an  admirable  conveeance. 
It  is  only  M'hen  he  is  taken  by  surprise,  that  pase  and 
banes  bolt  out  in  the  old  way.     But,  besides  these 
improvements  upon  the  pronunciation  of  his  fore- 
fathers, he  has  adopted  a  notion,  not  very  uncom- 
mon among  certain  classes  of  his  countrymen,  that 
the  pure  English  accent  consists  of  a  violent  com- 
pression of  the  organs  of  speech   upon  the  vocal 
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sounds  as  they  pass.  Hence,  some  words  permitted 
to  escape  only  through  tlie  interstices  oi  his  clenched 
teeth,  rush  out  with  aA/.wi/z/j'noise,  like  the  riotous 
spirit  of  ginger-beer,  effecting  a  forcible  enlarge- 
ment ;  while  others,  half-strangulated  about  the 
lower  region  of  the  throat,  die  away  in  a  distant, 
rumblinff  cadence,  like  the  gurgling  of  a  subterra- 
neous bog-stream. 

CFlummery,  though  once  a  student  of  Trinity 
College  (his  name  is  still  on  the  books),  was  never 
disthiguished  by  his  progress  in  classic  literature, 
and  still  less  in  the  exact  sciences.    This  is  rather  ano- 
malous ;  for,  to  sec  him  strut  over  Carlisle  Bridge, 
no   one  would   suspect  that   he   could   have   ever 
been  stopped  by  the  "  Ponsasmorum.'''     To  make 
amends,  however,  for  his  want  of  academic  honours, 
he  has  lately  graduated  in  an  Ora>Jge  Lodge,  where 
he  pledges  the  Glorious  Memory  with  such  sur- 
yjassing  zeal,   that   his   friends  expect   to  see  him 
shortly  rewarded  by  a  comfortable  provision  under 
the  last  Police-bill.     Being  the  only  gentleman  in 
his  Lodge,  he  is  treated  there  with  great  respect ;  and 
his  opinions,  on  most  subjects,  are  implicitly  deferred 
to.     Yet  there  are  two  or  three  of  the  older  mem- 
bers,  and,  in  particular.  Brother  Brann'igan   the 
Common  Councilman,  whom  he  has  not  yet  been 
able  to  bring  over  to  the  doctrine,  that  William  the 
Conqueror  and  William  the  Third  were  7Wt  one  and 
the  self-same  man.     It  was  under  Terrifs  auspices. 
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that  the  last  attempt  to  dress  "  the  Statue"  was  con- 
ducted. He  also  makes  it  a  point,  whenever  the 
Constitution  is  more  immediately  endangered  by  a 
rumour  of  Emancipation,  or  by  a  verdict  against  an 
Orange  magistrate,  to  take  a  nocturnal  stroll,  with 
a  suitable  retinue,  into  College  Green,  and  salute 
the  glorious  Idol  with  a  round  of  midnight  yells,  to 
the  infinite  edification  of  the  Orange  watchmen,  and 
the  sore  discomfiture  of  the  Catholic  slumberers  in 
the  neighbourhood.  For  these  exploits,  our  hero  is 
regularly  invited  to  the  City  feasts.  Politics  apart, 
however,  the  cifter-dmner  thoughts  of  O'Flummery 
will  often  take  a  more  genial  turn.  In  the  fine 
evenings  of  summer,  he  is  fond  of  sauntering  alone, 
within  the  railings  of  Merrion-square ;  and  indulging 
in  those  silent  rhapsodies  of  sentiment  Avhich  youth, 
and  health,  and  punch  inspire.  Upon  these  occa- 
sions, his  step  is  more  pacific,  his  eye  emits  a  more 
tranquil  fire.  He  hums  a  national  air,  and  though 
a  Protestant  and  an  Orangeman,  glories  in  the  name 
of  "  Irishman  !"  He  thinks  of  the  O'Flummeries,  of 
their  past  achievements,  and  their  present  import- 
ance. He  speculates  upon  his  own  prospects  in 
life.  The  wishes  of  his  covmtry  have  already  as- 
signed him  a  handsome  income  on  tlie  Police-esta- 
l)lishmenf;  but  sliould  this  expectation  fail,  Ireland 
has  many  other  resources  for  the  loyal — her  custom- 
houses, her  stamp-offices,  her  post-offices,  her  peni- 
tentiaries, her  corporations  (which  never   repent), 
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her  collector-sliips  and  deputy  collector-ships,  ancl 
many  other  ships^  exceeding,  in  number,  the  British 
navy ;  or  should  liis  elder  brother  fortunately  break 
his  neck  at  a  hunt,  IVIount  Flummery  and  its  fair 
demesnes  may  yet  be  his;  or  failing  all  of  these,  the 
splendid  chances  of  a  matrimonial  hit  are  still  in 
reserve ;  and  then  he  thinks  of  Cheltenham,  and 
the  Manchester  cotton-twister's  daughter,  and  his 
own  soft  ways,  and  of  all  he  might  have  done,  and  all 
he  may  yet  do — until,  kindling  with  "  the  fervour 
of  youthful  emotion,"  he  determines,  if  he  can  only 
raise  the  wind,  to  be  oft'  again  to  England  in  the 
next  day''s  Packet. 

22nJ— 1807. 

The  "  Connecticut  Courant"  boasts  an  advertise- 
ment, dated  as  above,  proceeding  from  a  Lady  at 
"  East  Windsor,  U.  S."     It  runs  thus  :— 

"  Thomas  Ilutchins  has  advertised,  that  I  have 
absented  myself  from  his  bed  and  board,  and  forbid 
all  persons  trusting  me  on  his  account,  and  cautioned 
all  persons  against  making  me  any  payment  on  his 
account.  I  now  advertise  the  public,  that  the  same 
Thomas  Hutchins  came  as  a  fortune-teller  into  this 
town  about  a  year  ago,  with  a  recommendation, 
which,  with  some  artful  falsehoods,  induced  me  to 
marry  him.  Of  the  four  wives  he  had  before  me, 
the  last  he  quarrelled  away ;  iiow  the  otiicr  three 
came  by  their  deaths,  he  can  best  inform  the  public ; 

H  5 
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but  I  caution  all  widows  or  maidens  against  marry- 
ing him,  be  their  desire  for  matrimony  ever  so  strong. 
Should  he  make  his  advances  under  a  feigned  name, 
they  may  look  out  for  a  little,  strutting,  talkative, 
feeble,  meagre,  hatchet-faced  fellow,  with  spindle 
shanks,  and  a  little  warped  in  the  back. 

"  Thankful  Hutchins."" 

28<A— 1660. 

King  George  I.  born. 

When  George  the  First  succeeded  to  the  throne 
of  England,  lie  brought  over  with  him  from  Han- 
over his  cook,  to  whom  he  was  extremely  partial. 
After  some  stay  at  St.  James's,  the  cook  grew 
melancholy,  and  wanted  leave  to  return  to  Hanover 
The  king,  being  informed  of  this,  desired  to  see 
him ;  and  when  the  cook  came  into  his  presence, 
he  asked  him  why  he  wished  to  leave  his  service. 
The  cook  replied,  "  I  have  long  served  your  Ma- 
jesty with  diligence  and  honesty,  and  never  suf- 
fered any  of  your  property  to  be  embezzled  in 
your  kitciien  ;  but  here  the  dishes  no  sooner  come 
from  the  table,  than  one  steals  a  fowl,  another  a 
pig,  a  third  takes  a  joint  of  meat,  a  fourth  a  pie, 
nnd  so  on,  till  the  whole  is  gone ;  and  I  cannot 
})ear  to  see  your  Majesty  so  injured.""  The  king 
laughed  heartily,  and  said,  "  My  revenue  is 
s\ifficient  to  enable  me  to  bear  these  things ;  and 
therefore,  to  reconcile  you  to  your  place,  do  you 
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■Tteal  as  well  as  the  rest,  and  mind  that  you  take 
enough."  The  cook  followed  his  master's  advice, 
and  in  a  short  time  became  more  expert  than  his 
fellow-servants. 

The  same  monarch  once  exclaimed  to  Sir  Robert 
Walpole,  "  This  is  a  strange  country ;  the  first 
morning  after  my  arrival  at  St.  James''s  I  looked 
out  of  the  window,  and  saw  a  park  with  walks,  a 
canal,  &c.,  which  they  told  me  were  mine.  The 
next  day  Lord  Chetwynd,  the  ranger  of  mi/  park, 
sent  me  a  fine  brace  of  carp  out  of  in?/  canal ;  and 
I  was  told  I  must  give  five  guineas  to  Lord  Chet- 
wynd's  servant  for  bringing  me  mi/  oxen  carp  out  of 
my  own  canal  in  niij  oxon  park." 

This  "  Gracious  Sovereign"  once,  while  doing  the 
tender  with  the  Duchess  of  Kendall  (his  mistress), 
promised  her  that  if  she  survived  him,  and  if  de- 
parted souls  were  so  permitted,  he  would  pay  her  a 
visit.  The  Duchess,  on  his  death  so  much  expected 
the  fulfilment  of  that  engagement,  that  a  large  raven, 
or  some  black  fowl,  flying  into  one  of  the  windows 
of  her  villa  at  Isleworth,  she  was  fully  persuaded 
it  was  the  soul  of  her  departed  monarch  so  ac- 
coutred, and  received  and  treated  it  with  all  the 
respect  and  tenderness  of  duty,  till  the  royal  bird 
or  herself  took  the  lastjl'ight. 

During  this  King's  reign,  a  man  started  forth  to 
public  gaze,  who  pretended  to  possess  the  power  of 
raising  the  dead.     In  Paris,  such  a  person  would 
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have  made  a  great  noise,  and  people  would  have 
shut  then-  eyes  on  purpose  to  allow  him  the  means 
of  deceiving  them  ;  but  in  England,  says  the  author, 
(from   whence  this  is  taken,)  they  managed  these 
thinffs  better.     It  was  said  to  him, — "  You    can 
raise  the  dead,  can  you  ?     Very  well  :  we  have  no 
manner  of  objection; — only  let  us  see  fair  play/' 
A  file  of  soldiers,  with  an  officer  at  their  head,  were 
accordingly  ordered  to  wait  upon  him  to  Saint  Mar- 
o-aret's  Church-yard,  Westminster, — the  place  now 
laid  out  so  neatly  with  a  square.     "  Halt,"  said  the 
officer  ;  "  to  the  right  face, — stand  at  ease  ; — now, 
Sir,  if  you  please."— The  gendeman   accordingly, 
having  selected  perhaps  the  most  convenient  grave 
for  the    emerging   of   the    deceased, — a    spot,    we 
will  suppose,  unembarrassed  with  pavement, — com- 
menced his  operations, — of  what  kind  we  are  not 
told ;    but   all  convenient   time  was  allowed ;    the 
soldiers   looked   stiff,    the   offiqer   was  polite, — the 
spectators  attentive, in  vain ;  the  gentleman  is- 
sued  his  deterraneous  injunctions  to  no  purpose; 
not  a  pebble    stirred,   not  an    atom   of  dust  grew 
lively.     "  Shoulder  arms,"  said  the  officer,  "  to  the 
left  face — quick  march  ;"  and  the  gentleman  was 
civilly  conducted  to  Bridewell. 

30^7i— 1784. 
An    Irish   paper  of  tliis   date  contains   the  fol- 
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lowing  whimsical  account  of  ]\rrs.  Sicklons''s  first 
appearance  in  Dublin : — "  On  Saturday,  Mrs.  Sid- 
dons,  about  Avlioni  all  the  world  has  been  talking, 
exposed  her  beautiful,  adamantine,  soft,  and  lovely 
person,  for  the  first  time,  at  Smock- A  Hey  Theatre, 
in  the  bewitching,  melting,  and  all-tearful  character 
of  Isabella.  From  the  repeated  panegyrics  in  the 
impartial  London  newspapers,  we  were  taught  to 
expect  the  sight  of  a  heavenly  angel ;  but  how  were 
we  supernaturally  surprised  into  the  most  awful 
joy,  at  beholding  a  mortal  goddess.  The  house 
was  crowded  with  hundreds  more  than  it  could 
hold, — with  tliousands  of  admii'ing  spectators,  that 
wi^jnt  away  without  a  sight. 

"  Tliis  extraordinary  phenomenon  of  tragic  ex- 
cellence !  this  star  of  Melpomene !  this  comet  of 
the  stage  !  this  sun  of  the  firmament  of  the  Muses  ! 
this  moon  of  blank  verse  !  this  queen  and  princess 
of  tears  !  this  Donnellan  of  the  poisoned  bowl !  this 
empress  of  the  pistol  and  dagger  !  tli^s  chaos  of 
Shakspeare !  this  world  of  weeping  clouds  !  this 
Juno  of  commanding  aspects  !  this  Terpsichore  of 
the  curtains  and  scenes  !  this  Froserpine  of  fire  and 
eartliquake  !  this  Katterfelto  of  wonders  !  exceeded 
expectation,  went  beyond  belief,  and  soared  above 
all  the  natural  powers  of  description  !  She  was 
nature  itself !  She  was  the  most  exquisite  work  of 
art !  She  was  the  very  daisy,  primrose,  tuberose, 
sweet-brier,   furze- blossom,  gillillowcr,    wall-Hower, 
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cauliflower,  auricula,  and  rosemary  !     In  short,  she 
was  the  bouquet  of  Parnassus  ! 

"  Where  expectation  was  raised  so  high,  it  was 
thought  she  would  be  injured  by  her  appearance ; 
but  it  was  the  audience  who  were  injured  : — several 
fainted  before  the  curtain  drew  up  ! 

"  When  she  came  to  the  scene  of  parting  with 
her  wedding-ring,  ah  !  what  a  sight  was  there  !  the 
very  fiddlers  in  the  orchestra,  "  albeit,  unused  to 
the  melting  mood,"  blubbered  like  hungry  children 
crying  for  their  bi'ead  and  butter;  and  when  the 
bell  rang  for  music  between  the  acts,  the  tears  ran 
from  the  bassoon  players'"  eyes  in  such  plentiful 
showers,  that  they  choked  the  finger  stops ;  and 
making  a  spout  of  the  instrument,  poured  in  such 
torrents  on  the  first  fiddler's  book,  that,  not  seeing 
the  overture  was  in  two  sharps,  the  leader  of  the 
band  actually  played  in  one  flat.  But  the  sobs  and 
sighs  of  the  groaning  audience,  and  the  noise  of 
corks  drawn  from  the  smelling-bottles,  prevented 
the  mistake  between  flats  and  sharps  being  dis- 
covered. 

"  One  hundred  and  nine  ladies  fainted  !  forty- 
six  went  into  fits !  and  ninety-five  had  strong 
hysterics  !  The  world  will  scarcely  credit  the  truth, 
when  they  are  told,  that  fourteen  children,  five  old 
women,  one  hundred  tailors,  and  six  common- 
councilm&n,  were  actually  drowned  in  the  inun- 
dation of  tears  that  flowed  from  the  galleries,  the 
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slips,  and  tlie  boxes,  to  increase  the  briny  pond 
in  the  ])it ;  the  water  was  three  feet  deep ;  and 
the  people  that  were  obliged  to  stand  upon  the 
benclies,  were  in  that  position  up  to  their  ankles 
in  tears  ! 

"  An  Act  of  Parliament  against  her  playing  any 
more  will  certainly  pass." 


JUNE. 

1*^—1823. 

Bishop  Goodexough  preached  before  the  House 
of  Peers,  on  wliich  occasion  the  following  Epigram 
graced  a  popular  print : — 


'Tis  well  enough 

That  Goodenough 
Before  the  Lords  should  preach  ; 

For  sure  enough 

TheyVe  bad  enough 
He  undertakes  to  teach. 

4//,_1800. 

JcDGE  BuLLER,  of  Thuinh-sticTc  celebrity,  died 
at  his  house  in  Bedford-square. 

AVhenever  the  memory  of  this  learned  "  Pillar 
of  the  Law''  is  drank  by  some  Grateful  Husband. 
we  hojx?  he  will  follow  it  up  with  this  Song — 
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THE    CRABSTICK. 

Air — The  Green  Immortal  Shamrock. 

Through  Britain's  isle  as  Hymen  stray'd, 

Upon  his  ambling  pony, 
With  Buller  sage,  in  -wig  array'd, 

To  act  as  cicerone  ; 
To  them  full  many  a  spouse  forlorn 

Complained  of  guineas  squandered, 
Of  visage  torn,  and  breeches  worn, 
And  thus  his  godship  ponder'd — 
Oh,  the  Crabstick  !  the  green  immortal  Crabstick  ! 
rU  insure 
A  lasting  cure 
In  Russia''s  native  Crabstick  ! 

With  magic  wand  he  struck  the  earth, 

And  straight  his  conjuration 
Gave  that  same  wholesome  sapling  birth. 

The  husband's  consolation ; 
Dispense,  quoth  he,  thou  legal  man. 

This  new-discover\l  treasure,  ' 
And  let  ihi/  thumUs  capacious  span 
Henceforward  fix  its  measure. 
Oh,  the  Crabstick  !  the  green  immortal  Crabstick  ' 
Long  essay'd 
On  jilt  and  jade 
Be  Buller''s  magic  Crabstick  ! 
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Tlic  olive  branch,  Minerva's  boon, 

Betokens  peace  and  quiet, 
But  'tis  sage  Hymen"'s  gift  alone 

Can  quell  domestic  riot ; 
For  'tis  a  maxim  long  maintained 

By  doctors  and  logicians, 
That  peace  is  most  securely  gain'd 
By  armed  politicians. 
Oil,  the  Crabstick  !  the  green  immortal  Crabstick  ! 
Its  vigorous  shoot 
Quells  all  dispute, 
The  wonder-working  Crabstick  ! 

In  idleness  and  youtliful  hours, 

When  graver  thoughts  seem  stupid. 
Men  fly  to  rose  and  myrtle  bowers 

To  worship  tiny  Cupid  ; 
But  spliced  for  life,  and  wiser  gi'own. 

Dog-sick  of  sighs  and  rhyming. 
They  haunt  the  crab-tree  bower  alone. 
The  leafy  shrine  of  Hymen. 
Oh,  the  Crabstick  !  the  green  immortal  Crabstick  ! 
Love  bestows 
The  useless  rose, 
But  Hymen  gives  die  Crabstick  ! 

5</i— 1807. 

■    Sir  Boyle  Roche,  so  distinguished  in  the  Irisii 
Senate  for  his  whimsical  blunders,  died. 
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In  Parliament,  thoiigli  his  eloquence  was  not  of 
the  most  pohshed  or  forcible  cast,  the  richness  of 
his  national  brogue,  the  humorous  oddity  of  his 
rhetoric,  and  a  supernatural  propensity  to  that 
species  of  figure  called  the  Bull,  which  might  in- 
duce an  astrologer  to  suppose  him  born  under 
the  influence  of  Taurus,  rarely  failed  to  excite 
continued  peals  of  laughter  when  he  spoke  in  the 
House ;  and  of  those  qualifications  the  ministers  of 
the  day,  whom  he  always  supported,  constantly 
availed  themselves,  whenever  the  temper  of  the 
House  required  to  be  relieved  from  the  irritating 
asperities  of  warm  debate  ;  or  whenever  the  speech 
of  a  patriot,  perhaps  too  powerful  for  refutation, 
was  more  conveniently  to  be  ahswered  by  ridi- 
cule. On  those  occasions  it  was  rather  amusing 
to  see  Sir  Boyle,  after  repeated  calls  from  the 
treasury  benches,  rising,  to  answer  some  of  the 
most  splendid  orations  of  Mr.  Grattan,  Mr.  Pon- 
sonby,  or  Mr.  Curran,  by  observing  upon  them 
in  Ids  own  way.  The  "  display"  made  at  many  of 
those  oj)portunities  by  the  worthy  baronet,  though 
it  excited  perpetual  laughter,  from  the  oddity  of  his 
language  and  the  happy  tropes  which  usually  dis- 
tinguished his  style  of  argument,  sometimes  sur- 
prised, by  its  order  of  arrangement  and  apposite 
point,  those  who  were  not  in  the  secret  of  the 
worthy  baronet's  previous  arrangement  for  the  dis- 
cussion.    The  truth  was,  that  whatever  might  have 
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been  his  pitch  of  intellect,  he  was  gifted  with  a 
most  extraordinary  memory  ;  and  could  get  ofl*  by 
rote,  at  one  or  two  readings,  any  written  production 
of  very  considerable  length.  This  faculty  of  his 
was  well  known  to  the  ministers  whom  he  sup- 
ported ;  and  there  was  rarely  a  fixed  debate  on  any 
national  subject, in  which  apart  was  not  previously 
cast  for  Sir  Boyle  to  act  and  a  speech  written  for 
him,  by  some  of  the  grave  wags  of  the  treasury 
benches ;  which  speech  was  furnished  to  him  in  due 
time  for  stud?/,  and  which  he  contrived  to  translate 
into  a  version  of  his  own.  He  acted  as  a  sort  of 
bujfb  in  the  political  opera.  The  late  Mr.  Edward 
Cooke,  who,  in  various  departments,  still  acted  as  a 
})olitical  engineer  'to  the  ruling  party  in  Ireland, 
during  the  successive  administrations  of  liOrd  West- 
moreland, Lord  Camden,  and  Lord  Cornwallis,  wa^ 
known  to  have  composed  many  of  those  oi'ations  for 
Sir  Boyle.  The  author  knew  tiie  whim  botli  of  the 
orator  and  the  audience,  and  could  skilfully  anti- 
cipate where  a  peal  of  laughter  would  tend  to  damp 
the  fire  of  debate,  and  restore  good  humour  to  the 
disputants  ;  and  Sir  Boyle  was  selected  as  the  fittest 
engine  for  this  purpose.  There  were  some  occasions 
where  the  worthy  baronet's  elocjuence  was  not  pre- 
viously thought  necessary,  and  of  course  no  speocii 
was  prepared  for  him.  But  he  was  an  old  soldier, 
and  too  full  of  the  esprit  de  corps,  to  look  calmly 
on  the  conflict  without  a  zeal  for  taking  his  share  of 
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die  battle.  He  sometimes,  therefore,  ventured  to 
volunteer  an  extempore  philippic  of  his  own  ;  and 
then  it  was  that  his  native  genius  shone  with  all  its 
genuine  splendour,  pure  from  the  mine,  and  un- 
marred  by  the  technical  touches  of  any  treasury 
artist ; — then  it  was,  that  all  the  figures  of  national 
rhetoric,  to  use  the  phrase  of  Junius,  "  danced  the 
hays  through  his  speech  in  all  the  mazes  of  meta- 
phorical confusion."" 

Upon  one  occasion  of  this  kind,  the  worthy 
baronet  was  doomed  to  sit  dumb,  while  he  anxi- 
ously longed  to  distinguish  himself  in  the  contest. 
He  felt  his  mind  pregnant  with  ardour  to  shine 
forth.  He  endeavoured  to  collect  his  scattered  sen- 
timents and  combine  them  into  some  shape  for  deli- 
very ;  but  in  vain.  He  retirtd  to  the  coffee-room 
to  reconnoitre  his  notions,  and  endeavour  to  marshal 
them  into  some  form  for  operation,  but  without 
effect, — all  was  "  confusion  worse  confounded."  A 
lucky  expedient  crossed  his  fancy,  and  he  was  deter- 
mined to  seize  the  opportunity. 

There  was  a  ministerial  member  in  the  house,  a 
learned  Serjeant  Stanley,  who  was  usually  in  the 
habit  of  rising  towards  the  end  of  a  long  protracted 
debate,  and  about  three  or  four  in  the  morning, 
amusing  the  House  with  an  important  speech  of 
an  hour  or  more,  ingeniously  compiled  from  the 
fragments  of  other  speeches  which  he  had  pre- 
viously heard  in  the  course  of  the  discussion  :  but, 
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having  so  often  played  off  this  manoeuvre,  he  wag 
a  o;ood  deal  bantered  by  his  senatorial  colleagues 
upon  his  skill  in  selection  :  so  that  he  at  last  deter- 
mined to  attempt  something  original ;  and  had 
composed  a  long  speech  for  the  purpose,  and  anxi- 
ously waited  to  catch  the  spealcera  eije,  that  he 
might  take  the  earliest  opportunity  of  delivering 
his  oration,  adorned  as  it  was  with  all  the  flowers 
of  his  wit  and  fancy.  This  gentleman  just  stepped 
into  the  coffee-room  to  cast  an  eye  over  his  com- 
position and  refresh  his  memory.  Sir  Boyle  took 
a  seat  near  him  ;  and  in  the  coiu'se  of  conversation, 
as  he  darted  off  in  a  hurry  to  catch  an  opportunity 
for  speaking,  unfortimately  his  speech  fell  from  his 
pocket  on  the  floor.  Sir  Boyle  picked  it  up,  and 
on  reading  it  over,  tiiought  it  would  admirably  suit 
his  own  purpo;^e ; — "  it  was  just  the  very  thing  he 
wanted.*"  At  a  second  reading  his  powerful  memory 
rendered  him  master  of  die  whole.  He  returned 
to  his  seat  in  the  House,  and  took  the  earliest 
opportunity  of  delivering  tile  borrowed  oration,  to 
the  great  astonishment  of  the  whole  assembly,  and 
to  the  utter  consternation  of  Mr.  Stanley,  who  sat 
biting  his  nails  with  anguish,  at  hearing  his  elabo- 
rate })erformance,  which  cost  him  a  week  to  manu- 
facture, and  which  had  vanished  he  knew  not  how, 
delivered  by  Sii-  Boyle,  and  lost  to  his  own  fame  for 
ever.  The  worthy  baronet,  having  finished  this 
oration,  amidst  the  plaudits  of  his  friends,  returned 
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to  the  cofFee-room,  where  he  met  the  mortified  com- 
poser ;  and,  widioiit  waiting  for  a  formal  denouement, 
addressed  him  cordially  with,  "  IMy  dear  friend 
Stanley,  here  is  your  speech  again;  and  I  thank 
you  kindly  for  the  loan  of  it.  I  never  was  so  much 
at  a  loss  for  a  speech  in  all  my  life  ;  but  sure  it  is 
not  a  pin  worse  for  wear,  and  now  you  may  go  in 
and  speak  it  again  yourself,  as  soon  as  you  please." 
The  discomfiture  of  Mr.  Stanley  is  easier  conceived 
than  described;  the  story  caught  wind,  and  ex- 
cited infinite  pleasantry  at  his  expense. 

On  another  occasion,  an  opposition  member  had 
appointed  a  day  for  a  popular  motion,  on  some 
national  subject ;  and,  for  nearly  a  month  before, 
he  had  been  daily  moving  for  official  documents,  as 
materials  to  illustrate  his  observations.  When  the 
night  for  the  discussion  arrived,  those  documents 
appeared  piled  upon  the  table  of  the  House  in  volu- 
minous array  ;  and  the  orator,  preparatory  to  his 
opening  speech,  moved  that  they  be  now  read  by 
the  clerk,  in  order  the  better  to  prepare  the  House 
for  more  clearly  understanding  the  observations  he 
was  about  to  submit. 

This  operation  would  have  occupied  the  clerk, 
and  the  silent  attention  of  the  members,  for  at  least 
two  hours.  The  House  was  extremely  full ;  the 
whole  assembly  stared  at  each  other ;  a  rueful  buzz 
murmured  from  bencii  to  bench ;  and  several 
members  observed,  that  the  reading  would  occupy 
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the  whole  nioht, — wliile  others  shrunk  silently 
away,  unwilling  to  abide  so  formidable  a  trial  of 
their  patience. 

Sir  Boyle  Roche,  however,  suggested  a  happ)- 
expedient  for  obviating  the  difficulty,  by  rising  to 
move  that  a  dozen  or  two  of  Committee  clerks 
might  be  called  in,  and  each  taking  a  portion  of 
the  documents,  all  might  read  together^  by  which 
means  they  might  get  through  the  whole  in  a 
((uarter  of  an  hour. 

This  suggestion,  offered  with  profound  gravity, 
was  so  highly  ludicrous,  that  the  House  joined  in 
a  universal  laugh  ;  and  the  question  was  actuallv 
])ostponed  for  the  night,  to  give  time  for  the  mover 
to  form  a  more  succinct  arrangement  for  intro- 
ducing his  motion. 

The  following  whimsical  Epistle,  it  is  said,  the 
Honourable  l^aronet  absolutely  sent  to  a  friend  in 
London,  during  the  Rebellion  of  1798  : — 

"  My  DEAii  Sir, 

"  Enjoying,  now,  a  little  peace  and  quietness,  I 
ait  down  to  inform  you  of  the  dreadful  bustle  and 
confusion  we  are  in  from  those  blood-thirsty  rebels, 
most  of  whom  are,  thank  God,  killed  or  dispersed. 

"  We  are  in  a  pretty  mess,  can  get  nothing  to  eat, 
nor  any  wine  to  drink,  except  Avhiskey.  "\^'hen  we 
sit  down  to  dinner,  we  are  obliged  to  keep  both 
hands  armed  ;  and,  whilst  I  write  this  letter,  I  hold 
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a  sword  in  one  hand  and  a  pistol  in  the  other.  I 
concluded,  from  the  beginning,  that  this  would  be 
the  end  of  it ;  and  I  see  I  was  right,  for  it  is  not 
half  over  yet ;  at  present,  there  is  such  goings  on, 
that  every  thing  is  at  a  stand, 

"  I  should  have  answered  your  letter  a  fortnight 
ago,  but  I  only  received  it  this  morning ;  indeed, 
hardly  a  mail  arrives  safe,  without  being  robbed. 
No  longer  ago  than  yesterday,  the  coach  with  the 
mail  from  Dublin,  was  robbed  near  this  town  ;  the 
bags  had  judiciously  been  left  behind,  for  fear  of 
accidents;  and,  by  good  luck,  there  was  nobody  in 
the  coach  but  two  outside  passengers,  and  they  had 
nothing  for  the  thieves  to  take. 

"  Last  Thursday,  notice  was  given,  that  a 
gang  of  rebels  were  advancing  hither,  under  the 
French  standard,  they  had  no  drums,  except  bag- 
pipes. Immediately,  every  man  in  the  place,  in- 
cluding women  and  boys,  ran  out  to  meet  them. 
We  soon  found  our  force  much  too  little ;  and  they 
were  far  too  many  for  us,  to  think  of  retreating. 
Death  was  in  every  face ;  but  to  it  we  went,  and  by 
the  time  half  our  little  party  were  killed,  we  began 
to  be  half  alive.  Fortunately,  the  Rebels  had  no 
guns,  but  pistols,  cutlasses,  and  pikes ;  and,  as  we 
had  plenty  of  muskets  and  ammunition,  we  put  them 
all  to  the  sword ;  not  a  soul  of  them  all  escaped? 
except  some  that  were  drowned  in  an  adjoining 
bog. 
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**  Their  uniforms  were  all  different  colours ;  but 
mostly  ffrccn. 

"  After  the  action,  we  went  to  rummage  a  sort  of 
camp  they  had  loft  behind  them  :  all  we  found,  was 
a  few  pikes  without  heads,  and  a  parcel  of  empty 
botdes,  full  of  water ;  and  a  bundle  of  blank  French 
commissions,  filled  up  with  fishermen's  names. 

"  Troops  are  now  placed  every  where  round  the 
country,  which  exactly  squares  with  my  ideas. — I 
liave  only  time  to  add,  that  I  am,  in  haste, 

Your's,  truly. 

"  P.  S.  If  you  don't  receive  this,  in  course,  it  must 
have  miscarried,  therefore  I  beg  you  will  write  im- 
mediately, to  let  me  know." 

6/^—1808. 

A  number  of  men  of  fashion  and  fortune,  whose 
talent  consisted  in  being  able  to  guide  their  cattle 
with  almost  as  much  skill  as  a  hackncy-coachnian 
who  had  served  a  regular  apprenticeship,  formed 
themselves  into  a  "  driving  society,"  called  "  T/ie 
Whip  Club.''''  These  hopes  of  their  country  met, 
for  the  first  time,  on  this  morning,  in  Cavendi.sh 
Square,  and  mustered  rather  strong,  there  beino- 
altogether  fifteen  members,  ornamenting  the  d'lcJcics 
of  so  many  Landaus,  witli  four  horses  each. 

"  There  is  something  in  the  very  nature  of  a  staire- 
coachman  that  smacks  (like  his  own  whip)  of  the 
dignity  of  monarchs.     He  is  the  elect  of  the  road 

I 
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on  which  he  travels — the  ilkistrlous  imitated  of 
many  hundreds.  Talk  of  the  King,  indeed  !  the 
King,  even  on  the  King"'s  highway,  is  but  "  cakes 
and  gingerbread"  to  the  Jehu.  For  him  John 
boots  whistles  welcome,  and  the  publican  waxeth 
honest  in  his  gin  ;  for  him  Betsy,  the  pretty  bar- 
maid, displays  the  symmetry  of  a  well-turned  ancle, 
and  the  landlady  speaks  volumes  in  a  squint. 

"  Survey  him  as  he  bowls  along  the  road,  with  ru- 
bicund snout  and  bang-up  Benjamin.  Listen  to  the 
untutored  melody  of  his  voice  as  he  preaches  the  word 
of  exhortation  to  his  tits,  and  enforces  his  doctrine 
with  his  whip.  Hark  !  already  he  is  entering  the  vil- 
lage— the  coach-horn  sounds,  the  leaders  rattle  along 
the  streets  *  as  though  they  should  never  be  old' — 
the  dust  flics,  the  dogs  bark,  the  pigs  squeak,  and 
out  rush  the  neighbourhood  to  bid  him  welcome  as 
lie  passes.  Survey  his  importance.  To  some  he 
gives  a  cold  nod  ;  to  others  a  smile  of  recognition ; 
but  thrice  happy  is  he  who  is  honoured  with  '  Go 
it.  Jemmy!''  Beatified  James!  thou  hast  lived 
eternity  in  a  moment. 

"  In  the  nature  of  his  vocation,  the  Coachman 
bears  no  indistinct  resemblance  to  the  Poet :  the  one 
gives  the  reins  to  his  horses,  the  other  to  his  imagi- 
nation. The  Poet  is  the  child  of  feeling, — ditto  the 
Coachman.  The  one  feels  what  he  writes,  the 
other  what  he  drives.  The  one  gets  drunk  with 
inspiration,   the    other  with    gin — glorious    nose- 
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colourinrr  g\n  ;  and  finally,  gentle  reader,  the  one 
gives  spur  to  his  Pegasus,  the  other  to  his  off-side 
leaders." 

14^A-1722. 

The  "  Flying  Post""  of  this  date,  notices  the 
appeai-ance,  at  a  review,  of  the  Bishop  of  Durham, 
on  horseback,  in  the  King's  train,  dressed  "  in  a  lay 
habit  of  purple,  with  jack  boots,  and  his  hat  cocked, 
and  a  black  wig  tied  behind  him,  like  a  military 
officer."" 

22«J— 1812. 

KiRWAN,  the  celebrated  Chemist,  and  President 
of  the  Dublin  Society,  died.- 

The  subjoined  is  a  genuine  copy  of  a  letter,  pre- 
sented to  the  Committee  appointed  by  the  Dublin 
Society  for  erecting  a  Bust  of  their  late  Presi- 
dent : — 

"  To  THE  Committee 

"  Appointed  to  see  Mr.  Kirwans  Bust  dun  by  the 
Dublin  Library  Society.  1821. 

"  Plase  your  Honors,  I  sec  advertisment  in  the 
Freemans  journal  air  yesterday  as  I  get  it  evry 
Mornin  and  pay  saxpence  per  week  for  the  readin 
it,  settin  forth  "  That  all  statuaries  should  send  in 
their  proposials  for  dooing  a  Bust  of  one  IMr.  Kirwan 
that  died  lately  it  seems  in  this  Toun.  Now  there's 
near  a  man  in  Dublin  that  could  doo  it  chaper  nor 
neiter  than  myself — And  why,  bekase  i  ave  a  Boy 
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That's  al  most  a  man  and  out  of  his  Time  is  name 
his  tim  Slattery  and  can  work  nigh  as  well  as  myself 
to  help  me  with  and  if  Your  Honours  wants  to  see 
Any  of  my  work   Yule  go  any  day  to  Jameses 
Church  yard,  yule  gee  there's  a  Head  Stone  leatly 
put  up  over  one  mr.  banks,  with  death  on  one  side 
and  Time  with  liis  Our  glass  and  sithe  in  the  other. 
I  did  Death  and  tim  did  time — and  i  defie  any  man 
in  Dublin  to  doo  them  better,  I  ave  as  nise  a  Block 
of  Black  Stone,  the  same  as  Mr,  Smith  did  them 
Chirrupses   and    Syrupses   Heads   with  upon    the 
outside   within  tlie   Castle   capel    where  i    worked 
mysel  and  tim  for  3  munst.     An  where  id  be  yet  if 
it  wassent  that  i  was  beliyd,  Bad  luck  attend  them 
Same  that  dun  it  to  Mr.  jonstone,  buts'  its  no  matter 
ii  be  up  to  them  yet,  and  as  I  think  tim  and  i  cood 
have  dun  it  any  How  in  a  week  say  IZ.  10*.  Od. 
for  myself — and  a  Ginnee  for  tim.     That's  as  chape 
as  2.  12.  8,  and  say  too  more  for  the  Block  (which 
is  as  cheap  as  Bog  water)  that  wood  make  it  in  all 
4.  8.  3.  which  is  chape  enuff  in  all  conshinse — ^if 
your  honores  approve  of  the  proposial  plase  to  send 
to  me  to  No.  23,  Patricke  clothes  (Patrick's  Close)  a 
pair  back,  and  if  i  and  tim  beea  out  IVIisscs  Casee  a 
very  dascnt  woman  that  myself  and  tim  diets  with 
will  take  any  messuage  for  your  honours  humble 

sarvant 

"  To  commend 

"  James  Meary. 


;. 
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"  N  Bene — If  any  other  offers  to  doo  the  Gob 
chaper  may  be  sum  tiling  else  mite  lie  in  your 
lionours  way  I  woold  be  glad  to  make  a  Head 
Stone  or  a  Tome  Stone  for  any  of  your  honors — " 

23r6Z— 1825. 

The  "  New  Times"  of  this  morning  presented 
its  readers  with  the  following  singularly  concocted 
advertisement : — "  Wanted,  by  a  Surgeon  residing 
at  Guildford,  Tico  Apprentices,  who  will  be  treated 
as  one  of  the  family."  This  reminds  us  of  an  Irish 
advertisement,  which  informed  its  readers,  that 
there  had  lately  been  published  a  volume  of  great 
utility,  entitled — "  Every  man  his  own  washer- 
zvoman.'" 

24/ A— 1824. 

This  evening,  ISIr.  Wm.  Faeren,  the  Comedian, 
took  his  benefit. — The  Covent  Garden  season  of 
1823-4,  was  distinguished  by  its  barrenness,  both 
of  profit  to  the  Proprietors,  and  of  rational  enter- 
tainment to  the  Public.  The  Benefits  at  length 
commenced,  and  Mr.  Farrcn  valiantly  determined 
to  electrify  John  Bull's  "  faculties  of  eyes  and 
ears,"  by  a  Masquerade,  in  which  all  the  Spec- 
tacles, and  leading  cjje-traps  of  London,  were  to 
figure  away,  as  large  as  I'tfc.  Giants,  dwarfs, 
harlequins,  mermaids,  fire-eaters,  rope-vaulters,  and 
horse-riders,  were  diligentlv  sousrht  for,  ami  civillv 
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asked  to  patronise,  with  their  presence,  this  won- 
drous IMasquerade ;  some  "  kept  the  word  of  pro- 
mise to  the  ear,  and  broke  it  to  the  hope ;""  several 
declared  it  to  be  "  vo  ^o,"  and  some  few  of  the 
latter  description,  (tumblers  and  equestrians,)  did 
make  theu*  appearance.  Diicrozv,  who  shone  so 
terrific  in  Cortcz,  beamed  now  in  all  his  glory  ;  but 
knowing  well  how  partial  the  Manager  was  to  ride 
the  high  horse  *,  he  kept  a  sharp  look-out  after  his 
steed,  for  fear  of  any  mistakes.  In  the  procuring 
those  who  were  to  figure  as  Stars,  Mr.  Farren  was 
peculiarly  unfortunate :  "  The  Mermaid"  could  not 
be  got  on  any  terms  ;  "  The  Swiss  Giantess"  could 
not  find  a  handkerchief  large  enough  tc  wrap  round 
her  neck,  to  prevent  the  ill  effects  of  the  night-air  ; 
and,  although  some  friends  kindly  proposed  the 
joining  a  few  hearth-rugs  together,  whose  "  airy 
folds"  might  set  damp  at  defiance,  it  was  politely 
declined,  and  "  the  Giantess"  was  wanting.  *'  The 
Sicilian  Dwarf,"  whom  Mr.  Farreh  intended  to  have 
shewn  round  to  the  dress-boxes,  on  a  table-spoon, 
made  for  the  purpose,  unluckily  died,  and  lies  em- 
balmed, in  a  tea-caddy,  at  Surgeon's  Hall.  That 
great  little  man,  "  Mr.  Pap,"  was,  accordingly, 
advertised  in  her  place ;    but  "  Mr.  Pap"  having 

•  This  seems  to  have  been  a  favourite  ainusempnt  of  the 
Chark's's,  as  in  Warwick's  Memoirs  of  (harks  I.  wc  are  told, 
•witli  great  gravity,  that  "  his  exercises  were  manly,  for  he  rid  the 
great  horse  very  .well." 
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been  brouo-ht   up   piously,   had  no  fancy  for  any 
vagaries  like  the  present;   and  he  was  also  absent 
without  leave.    Never  was  any  man  so  unfortunately 
situated  as  Mr.  Farren ;  he  had  some  thoughts  of 
getting  Tom  Cr'ihb  to  recite  Hamlet's  Soliloquy,  or 
the  Tent  Scene,  from  Iliehard  III. ;  but  as  he  was 
informed  the  IVIanagers,  next  season,   intended  to 
bring  forward  these  pieces,  with  the  horses,  his  good 
taste  obliged  him  to  desist ;  rightly  considering,  one 
such  outrage  on  common  sense  was  quite  sufficient 
in  the  course  of  the  year.     Still  the  Public,  that 
innocent,  zinsuspccting'  lamb,  must  be  Kidnapped 
to  the   Theatre.     Placards,    as   long   as  Pidcock's 
Boa  Constrictor,  had  been  flaming  for  weeks,  from 
Hyde  Park  Corner  to  Mile  End — "  W.  Farren 
AND  THE  Swiss  GiANTESs""  glared   upon  you  from 
every  dead  wall;  and  the  same  illustrious  couple 
haunted,  in  conipany  with  Dr.  Eadij,  the   shutters 
of  every  empty  shop  in  the   Strand.     A  running 
fire  of  paragraphs  and  eloquent  puffs  was  kept  up 
in  all  the  Papers  ;  and  "  The  Morning  Post,"  now 
and    then    ventured  a  fliglit,   in  both    poetry  and 
prose,  on  this  interesting  subject,  that  must  have 
made  Charles  Phillips  tremble,  and    Tom  Moore 
shake  in  his  shoes.     The  evenino-  came  on  :  "  The 
Morning  Post"  redoubled  its  fire,  and  "  The  Times," 
(Old  and  New),  "  Chronicle,"  and  "  Herald,"  finely 
brought  up  the  reai*.     What  could  withstand  such 
a  park  of  artillery  !  every  thing  was  forgotten  but  this 
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momentous  occurrence;  John  Bull  rushed  to  this 
"  Feast  of  Reason,  and  Flow  of  Soul ;"  quite  ra- 
venous ;  and  before  the  rising  of  the  curtain,  500/. 
was  the  sum  stated  by  the  money-takers  to  be  in  the 
house.  But,  methinks,  my  readers  ask, — "  How  did 
Mr,  Farren  get  over  his  difficulties  ?  Did  he  apolo- 
gise for  the  absence  of  his  Giantess  and  DicarfT'' — 
Their  absence,  gentle  reader,  was  not  perceived,^r 
he  procured  a  huge  Life  Guard,  ajid  d7-cssed  Mm 
up  in  petticoats^  Jhr  the  Giantess  ;  and  the  Dxvarf, 
Mr.  Pap,  was  personated  hy  an  intelligent  indivi- 
dual, yclept — Tom  CrihUs  Pot-boy  ! 

Copy  of  an  Advertisement  in  a  Diurnal  Print  of 

Ju7ie,17Q2. 

Challenge. — I,  Elizabeth  Wilkinson,  of  Clerken- 
well,  having  had  some  words  with  Hannah  Hyficld, 
and  requiring  satisfaction,  do  invite  her  to  meet  me 
on  the  stage,  and  box  me  for  three  guineas ;  each 
woman  holding  half-a-crown  in  each  hand,  and  the 
first  woman  that  drops  the  money,  to  lose  the 
battle. 

Answer. — I,  Hannah  Hyfield,  of  Newgate- 
market,  hearing  of  the  resoluteness  of  Elizabeth 
Wilkinson,  will  not  fail,  God  willing,  to  give  her 
more  blows  than  words — desiring  home  blows,  and 

from   her  no  favour:    clio  ixiny  OMrtnfi  a  gonrl  tVinnnp 

ing. 
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This  IMcnth,  all  who  pretend  to  being  considered 
"  Fashion's  Votaries,"  do  a  Utile  bit  ofruntkity ; 
therefore,  we  think  our  readers  will  agree  with  us 
in  thinking  the  following  Epistle  appositely  intro- 
duced. 

THE  DANDY  OUT  OF  TOWN. 

ROBERT    RAMBLETON     TO     BICHAUD    RANGER,    ESQ. 

X^'ortlcbeirv  Hall,  Gloucestershire. 

"  Dear  Dick, 
"  You  will  be  as  much  r;urprised,  I  imagine,  to 
licar  from  me,  from  this  out-of-the-way  place,  as  if 
you  had  an  epistle  from  me,  dated  "  Nootka  Sound,"" 
or  "  Parry's  Polar  Expedition  C  notwithstanding 
that,  here  I  am,  surrounded  by  all  the  beauties  of 
Country  scenery,  arcadian  gi'oves  on  my  right,  trout 
streams  on  my  left,  and  rocks,  cataracts,  and  shady 
bowers  scattered  here,  there,  and  every  where.  How 
Ipass'my  timein  the  midst  of  this  annoying  quietude, 
I  scarcely  know  myself.  I  have  done  every  thing 
to  provoke  Life^  or  a  show  of  it,  in  the  Bumpkins 
about  me ;  but  Corhithianism  either  never  straye<l 
into  Gloucestershii'e,  or  has  been  dead  long  since. 
I,  with  all  my  ingenuity,  cannot  even  conjure  uj) 
the  ghost  of  it.  I  am,  my  dear  Dick,  ten  thousand 
times  worse  off'  than  Gil  Bias  was  in  the  Bobbers'' 
Cave,  Charles  in  the  Boyal  Oak,  or  even  Mr.  Slioriff 
Parkins  in   the  Court  of  King"'s  Bench ;  and  now 
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and  then,  to  add  to  my  annoyances,  I  am  confound- 
edly troubled  with  low  spirits  ;  it's  true,  on  those 
occasions,  I  drink  myself  to  sleep ;  but  this  remedy 
fails  sometimes,  and  then  the  hobgoblins  that  dance 
round  me  are  as  terrific  and  numerous  as  those  in 
"  Der  Freischutz  ;"  then  every  pond  says,  "  Drown 
yourself,"  and  every  tree  seems  invitingly  stretching 
out  its  bough  for  me  to  hang  myself  upon.     Neither 
of  these  rash  acts  have  I  committed  yet,  but  I  don't 
know  what  I  may  do  if  I  don^  get  better  soon,  for  I 
assure  yovi,  sometimes  the  crmui  oppresses  me  so 
intolerably,   that  I  can  scarcely  lace  my  stays,  and 
the  other  day  I  caught  myself  coming  down  stairs 
with  only  one  whisker  on  ;  three  times  have  I  voted 
myself,   upon  due  inspection  and  contemplation,  a 
perfect  bo7'e,  and  I  am  pretty  certain  most  people 
would  agree  with  me.    I  am  as  dull  as  a  poem  "  by 
a  Personage  of  Distinction,"  and  as  out  of  my  ele- 
ment as  an  East  Ender  at  Almack's. 

"  In  this  place,  there  are  no  resourses  for  elegant 
minds.  Nobody  here  ever  heard  of  a  Private  Thea- 
tre, any  more  than  they  did  of  a  Petit  Sovpe?',  or 
Hunt's  Blacking.  They  hunt  and  shoot  with  dou- 
ble-barrelled guns,  and  fish,  and  go,  what  the  brutes 
call,  a  coursing,  but  all  this  I  can't  beg.r;  in  the 
first  place,  I  hate  hunting,  because  a  year  or  two 
ago,  at  Sir  Dilbcrry  Duckling's,  I  was  tempted  to 
mount  by  some  of  the  ladies,  and  just  as  the  cri- 
minal came  to  a  five-barred  gate  he  bolted  over,  and 
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very  ingeniously  contrived  to  leave  me  behind  him, 
to  the  great  amusement  of  the  laughing  fair  ones, 
and  the  great  annoyance  of  myself,  as  I  damaged 
the  tie  of  a  beautiful  doih,  i\\c  folds  of  which  I  iiad 
been  miraculously  successful   in   that   day,   and   I 
could  not  hit  the  exact  tuni  and  return  of  it  for 
five  weeks,  three  days,  and  two  hours,  which  to  me 
was   a   serious   calamity ;    so    much  for    hunting. 
Then,  as  to  shooting,  you  must  be  well  aware,  my 
dear   Dick,  that   the  weight  of  a   double-barrelled 
gun   is    more  than  any  gentleman  ought  to  carry  ; 
besides,  the  report  zchen  it  goes  off  makes  so  much 
noise  that  I  protest  I  should  go  off  too,  only  I  take 
die  precaution  of  always  having  a  servant  at  hand 
w'nh  Rigge's  Essence  of  Aromatic  Vinegar.     Fish- 
ing, of  all  earthly  things,  I   abominate ;  only  con- 
ceive the  monstrosity  of  a  man  of  my  figure  sitting 
in  the  cold  to  catch  a  lish   I   can  buy  in   the  next 
market ;  no,  when  I  am  caught  at  this,   may  every    ^ 
Schneider  in  London  misfit  me,  and  Ilobfj  cease  to 
make   my  boots.     But  I   fear   I   weary  you ;  yet, 
where  can  my  sorrows  find  pity  unless  in  the  sym- 
padiising  bosom  of  an  elegant   friend  like  yourself. 
Oh  London  !   dear  London  !   how  I  long  once  more 
to  behold  thy  smoke-dried  sons  and  daughters,  in 
whose   coimlenances   a    sentimental   paleness   very 
satisfactorily  apologises  for  die  want  of  that  vulgar 
rustic  health  that  is  here  so  plentiful ;  but  hov.-  in- 
expressive and  inelegant  it  is  to  sec  a  nym})!!  with 
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two  huge  red  cheeks,  continually  moving  round  you, 
like  the  two  red  lights  that  revolve  at  the  Humber. 
Then  if  it  rains  while  on  our  lounge  at  the  West 
end,  what  a  delightful  place  is  Burlington  Arcade, 
or  the  Bazaar,  and  the  half-price  to    the  Covent 
Garden  Saloon,   what  extacy  in    the  bare   remem- 
brance of  it  1     Oh,  Dick  !   if  you  beheld  me,   who 
have  quadrilled  with  Duchesses,  and  eat  Raspberry 
Jam  at  TortonVs,  shut  up  in  this  infernal  country- 
house,  without  even  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  a  coach 
to   London  pass  every    day,  you   would  pity  me ; 
but — "  to  this  complexion  must  xce  come  at  last.'''> 
Then,  as  for  society,  here  are  men  and  women  in 
abundance,  that  are  all  talk  and  blunders,  and  re- 
mind you  of  "  The  Bull  and  Mouth""  every  hour  of 
the  day  ;  but  they   have  no  notion   of  any   thing 
proper,  beyond  a  wrestling   match,  or  a  run  in  a 
sack  ;  even  a  poney  race  is  many  miles  beyond  their 
capacity.     I  have  tried,  I  supjwse,  a  dozen  times 
over  to  get  up  a  hit  of  a  figlit,  and  offered  to  train 
my  man,  but  all  would  not  do ;  they  are  as  immove- 
able from  their  dull  routine,  as  Ixion  was  from  his ; 
I  must,  however,  tell  you,    that  at  one  time  I  had 
great  hopes  of  being  able  to  effect  something  in  the 
milling  xcay  ;  but  I  was  confoundedly  bit :  a  fellow 
whom  I  had  long  been  persuading  to  fight  a  brother 
bumpkin,  came  to  me  one  morning  and  told  me,  he 
was  resolved  to  have  at  him,   if  I  would  "  teach  tin 
a  bit,"  as  the  savage  said  ;  this  I  agreed  to,  and  pro- 
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miscd  to  superintend  his  trainino-  myself;  whicli 
offer  seemed  to  please  my  gentleman  vastly,  and  at 
it  we  went,  secundum  artem.  Fortunately,  I  brought 
down  \\\\\\  me  a  ])air  of  Fambks,  and  every  morn- 
ing, after  breakfast,  I  amused  myself  with  punching 
the  booby's  head  and  hrcad-haskct,  till  my  wind  got 
exhausted.  I  made  him  eat  steaks  underdone,  and 
cut  him  the  breast  bits  of  turkeys  and  fowls,  all  of 
which  he  seemed  to  relish  marvelously ;  at  lengtli, 
when  the  time  drew  near  for  his  meeting  his  adver- 
sary,  and  I  was  anxiously  expecting  a  little  rational 
amusement,  he  dumb-founded  my  hopes  one  day 
by  telling  me  "  He  and  Tom"  had  made  it  up,  and 
had  the  assurance  to  ask  me  if  I  "  warn't  glad  on 
it."  This  was  too  much,  and  I  was  just  endeavour- 
ing to  exert  myself  to  kick  him,  which  Mr.  Sim- 
plicity perceived,  and  very  sagaciously  made  a 
precipitate  retreat ;  but,  my  dear  Dick,  how  great 
will  your  surprise  be  to  learn,  that  this  fellow's 
training  was  all  a  settleel  plan  between  him  and  his 
pretended  adversary,  "  X.Q  gammon  the  Lunntinery'' 
as  these  Hottentots,  in  the  exuberance  of  their  wit 
and  amiable  playfulness,  called  it ;  this  was  rustic 
simplicity  with  a  vengeance.  This  cruel  disappoint- 
ment, however,  I  have  recovered  from,  and  have 
lately  been  feeding  up  some  game  cocks  for  a  match 
with  some  of  the  Parson's,  who  is  altojrelher  "  a 
nice  man  ;"  he  says  a  short  grace,  has  been  a  sj)(>rt- 
ing  character,   and   knows   something  about   liing- 
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affairs,  about  the  period  of  Johnson  and  Big  Ben ; 
but  then  he  hves  such  a  way  off,  and  when  he  does 
come  to  see  me,  he  poisons  me  by  smoking,  and 
drinks  brandy  and  water  enough  to  float  "  The 
Columbus  ;*"  and  all  this,  however,  he  declares  he 
does  medicinally,  to  cure  the  asthma,  which  bores 
him  very  much  ;  for  he  coughs,  and  splutters,  and 
wheezes,  and  snorts,  and  grunts,  that  the  play  of 
his  luni>'s  and  the  odd  noises  they  sometimes  produce 
on  his  breathing,  frequently  remind  me  of  some  un- 
fortunate pair  of  bellows,  which  happens  to  be  half 
choked  by  a  coal  in  its  nozzle. 

"  This  is  the  sum  total  of  my  communications  at 
present ;  and  I  beg  you,  my  dear  Dick,  to  consider 
how  unhappy  I  must  necessarily  be,  thus  situated. 
To  be  a  stone-chopping  Macadamizer  of  roads,  a 
convict  in  a  hulk,  or  a  seller  of  sausages  at  Bartlemy 
Fair,  would  all  be  superlatively  happy  situations 
compared  to  mine,  because  all  these  come  ih  contact 
with  those  who  know  what  L'/fe  is,  and  who  can 
appreciate  its  charms  as  much  as  I  can  the  stripe 
of  a  new-fashioned  toilinet,  or  Dr.  Kitchener  a 
Truffle  by  Ude. 

'  I  am  sick  at  heart :'' 

"  That  line,  I  think,  is  somewhere  to  be  found  in 
Shakspeare,  or,  '  Tlic  Wheel  of  Fortune  ;'  I  think 
I  heard  it  one  night  at  the  theatre  at  half-price — it 
is  applicable  to  my  melancholy  situation,  and,  theri?- 
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fore,  I  concliulc  with  it.     If  I  live  over  the  winter 
you  shall  hear  from  me  again,  till  when,   I  remain, 
"  Your  comjianion  in  misciiief, 

"   IIOUEIIT    RaMBLETON." 

*'  To  Rkhanl  Ranger,  Esqr 
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Richard  Brinsley  Sheridan  died,  aged  64. 

Sheridan,  a  few  years  before  his  death,  paid 
a  visit  to  an  old  sportsman  in  the  sister  kingdom,  at 
the  commencement  of  the  shooting  season  ;  and,  in 
order  to  avoid  the  imputation  of  being  an  ignoramus, 
he  was  under  the  necessity  of  taking  a  gun,  and  at 
the  dawn  of  day,  setting  forth  in  pursuit  of  game. 
UnwilUng  to  expose  his  want  of  skill,  he  took  an 
oyjposite  course  to  that  of  his  friend,  and  was 
accompanied  by  a  gamekeeper,  provided  with  a  bag 
to  receive  the  birds  which  n)ight  fall  victims  to  his 
attacks,  and  a  pair  of  excellent  pointers.  The  game- 
keeper was  a  true  Irisliman,  and  possessed  of  all 
those  arts  which  are  known  to  belong  to  his  country- 
men :  and  thinking  it  imperative  on  him  to  be  parti- 
cularly attentive  to  his  master's  friend,  he  lost  no 
opportunity  in  praising  his  powers.  The  first  covey 
(and  the  birds  wei*e  abundant)  rose  within  a  few 
yards  of  the  statesman's  nose  ;  but  the  noise  they 
made  was  so  unexpected,  that  he  waited  till  they 
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were  out  of  'harm''s  way'  before  he  fired.    Pat,  who 
was  on  the  look-out,  expressed  his    surprise,  and 
immediately  observed,  '  Faith,  Sir,  I  see  you  know 
Avhat  a  gun  is  ;  it's  well  you  was'nt  nearer,  or  them 
chaps  would    be    sorry    you   ever   came   into   the 
country.'    Sheridan  re-loaded,  and  went  on,  but  his 
second  shot  was  not  more  successful.     '  Oh  !'  cried 
Pat,  '  what  an  escape.     I'll  be  bound  you  rumpled 
some  of  their  feathers.'     The  gun  was  loaded  again, 
and  on  went  our  senator  ;  but  the  third  shot  was  as 
little  effective  as  the  two  former.    '  Hah  !'  exclaimed 
Pat,  although  astonished  at  so  palpable   a   miss; 
'  I'll  lay  a  thirteen  you  don't  come  near  to  us  to-day 
again.     Master  was  too  near  you  to  be  pleasaiit.' 
So  he  went  on,  shot  after  shot,   and  always  had 
something  to  say  to  console   poor    Sheridan,    who 
was  not  a  little  amused  with  his  ingenuity.    At  last, 
on  their  return  home,  without  a  bird  in  the  bag, 
Sheridan   perceived  a  covey  quietly  feeding  on  the 
other  side  of  a  hedge,  and,  unwilling  to  give  them  a 
chance  of  flight,  he  resolved  to  have  a  slap  at  them 
on  the  ground.  lie  did  so ;  but  to  his  mortification, 
they  all  flew  away  untouched.     Pat,  whose  excuses 
were  now  almost  exhausted,  still  had  something  to 
say  ;  and  he  joyfully  exclaimed,  looking  at  Sheridan 
very  significantly,   '  ]3y  J — s  you  made  them  lave 
tliat^  any  way  !'  and  with  this   compliment   to  his 
sportsmanlike  qualities,    Sheridan  closed  his  morn- 
ing's  amusement,    laughing   heartily  at    his   com- 
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panion,  and  rewarding  hhn  witli  half-a-crown  for 
his  patience  and  encouragement. 

To  INIicHAEL  Kelly  we  are  indebted  for  a 
couple  of  facetious  anecdotes  of  this  extraorthnary 
individual. 

"  I  have  seen,"  says  he,  "  many  instances  of  Mr. 
Sheridan's  power  of  raisingmoney ,  when  pushed  hard; 
and  one  among  the  rest,  I  confess,  even  astonished  mc. 
He  was  once  3000/.  in  arrears  with  the  performers 
of  the  Italian  Ojiera  :  payment  was  put  off  from  day 
to  day,  and  they  bore  the  repeated  postponement 
with  Christian  patience ;  but,  at  last,  even  their 
docilit}^  revolted;  and  finding  all  the  tales  of  Hope 
flattering,  they  met ;  they  resolved  not  to  perform 
any  longer  until  they  were  paid.  As  manager,  I 
accordingly  received  on  the  Saturday  morning  their 
>vrittcn  declaration,  that  not  one  of  them  would 
appear  at  night.  On  receiving  this,  I  went  to 
Messrs.  Morlands'  banking-house,  in  Pall  ]\Iall,  to 
i-equest  some  advances,  in  order  to  satisfy  the  per- 
formers for  the  moment ;  but,  alas  !  my  a]>peal  was 
vain,  and  the  bankers  were  inexorable — they,  like 
the  singers,  were  worn  out,  and  assured  me,  with  a 
solemn  oath,  that  they  would  not  advance  another 
shilling  either  to  Mr.  Sheridan  or  the  concern,  for 
that  they  were  already  too  deep  in  arrears. 

"  This  was  a/Jo;:c;* ;  and,  with  a  Iieart  rather  sad, 
T  wont  to  I-Iertforcl  etroot,  Mayfair,  to  Mr.  Sliciidau, 
who  at  that  time  had  not  risen.     Having  sent  him 
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up  word  of  the  urgency  of  my  business,  after  keep- 
ing me  waiting  rather  more  than  two  hours,  in  the 
greatest  anxiety,  he  came  out  of  his  bed-room.  I 
told  him,  unless  he  could  raise  SOOOZ.  the  theatre 
must  be  shut  up ;  and  he,  and  all  belonging  to  the 
establishment,  be  disgraced. 

"  '  Three  thousand  pounds,  Kelly  !  there  is  Ho 
such  sum  in  nature,'  said  he,  with  all  the  coolness 
imaginable ;  nay,  more  than  I  could  have  imagined  a 
man,  under  such  circumstances,  capable  of.  '  Are 
you  an  admirer  of  Shakspeare  ?'' 

"  '  To  be  sure  I  am,'  said  I ;  'but  what  has 
Shakspeare  to  do  with  SOOOZ.  or  the  Italian  singers  ?" 
"  '  There  is  one  passage  in  Shakspeare,'  said  he, 
'  which  I  have  always  admired  particularly  ;  and  it 
is  that  where  Falstaff  says,  *  Master  Robert  Shallow, 
I  owe  you  a  thousand  pounds.' — *  Yes,  Sir  John,' 
says  Shallow,  '  which  I  beg  you  will  let  me  take 
home  with  me.' — '  That  may  not  so  easy  be.  Master 
Robert  Shallow,  replies  Falstaff;'  and  so  I  say  unto 
thee.  Master  Mick  Kelly,  to  get  three  thousand 
pounds  may  not  so  easy  be.' 

"  '  Then  Sir,'  said  I,  '  there  is  no  alternative  but 
closing  the  Opera  House ;'  and  not  quite  pleased 
with  his  apparent  carelessness,  I  was  leaving  the  room, 
when  he  bade  me  stop,  ring  the  bell,  and  order  a 
hackney-coach.  He  then  sat  down,  and  read  the 
newspaper,  perfectly  at  his  ease,  w^hile  I  was  in  all 
agony  of  anxiety.     When  the  coach  came,  he  de- 
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sired  nie  to  get  into  it,  nnd  order  the  coachman  to 
drive  to  jMorlands"',  and  to  Morlands'  we  went ; 
there  lie  got  out,  and  I  remained  in  the  carriage  in 
a  state  of  nervous  suspense  not  to  be  described ;  but 
in  less  than  a  quarter  of  an  liour,  to  my  joy  and 
surprise,  out  he  came,  with  SOOO/.  in  bank  notes  in 
his  hand.  By  what  hocus-pocus  he  got  it,  I  never 
knew,  nor  can  I  imagine  even  at  this  moment ;  but, 
ccrtcs^  he  brought  it  to  me  out  of  the  very  house 
where,  an  hour  or  two  before,  the  firm  had  sworn 
they  would  not  advance  him  another  sixpence. 

"  He  .saw,  by  my  countenance,  the  emotions  of 
surprise  and  pleasure  his  appearance,  so  provided, 
had  excited  ;  and  laughing,  bid  me  take  the  money 
to  the  Treasurer,  but  to  he  sure  to  Keep  enough  mit 
of  it  to  buy  a  barrel  of  native  oysters,  tch'ich  he 
xcould  come  and  roast  at  night  in  Suffolk-street. 

"  An  instance  of  Shcridan''s  neglect  of  his  own 
interest  came  (amongst  many  others)  to  my  know^- 
ledgc.  He  had  a  particular  desire  to  have  an  au- 
dience of  his  late  Majesty,  who  was  then  at  Windsor, 
on  some  point  which  he  wished  to  carry,  for  the 
o-ood  of  the  theatre. — He  mentioned  it  to  his  pre- 
sent  Majesty,  who,  with  the  kindness  which  on 
every  occasion  he  shewed  him,  did  him  the  honour 
to  sav,  that  he  would  take  him  to  AVindsor  himself ; 
and  appointed  him  to  be  at  Carlton  House,  to  set 
off  with  his  Koyal  Highness  precisely  at  eleven 
o'clock.     He  called  ujion  me,  and  siiid,  '  My  dear 
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Mic,  I  am  going  to  Windsor  with  the  Prince  the 
day  after  to-morrow  ;  I  must  be  with  him  at  eleven 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  to  a  moment ;  and  to  be  in 
readiness  at  that  early  hour,  you  must  give  me  a 
bed  at  your  house  to-morrow  night ;  I  sliall  then 
only  have  to  cross  the  way  to  Carlton  House,  and 
be  pi;ii(  tual  to  the  appointment  of  His  Royal  High- 
ness."' 

"  I  had  no  bed  to  offer  him  but  my  own,  which  I 
ordered  to  be  got  in  readiness  for  him ;  and  he, 
with  his  brother-in-law,  Charles  Ward,  stayed  din- 
ner with  me.  Amongst  other  things  at  table,  there 
was  a  roast  neck  of  mutton,  which  was  sent  away 
untouched.  As  the  servant  was  taking  it  out  of 
the  room,  I  observed,  '  There  goes  a  dinner  fit  for 
a  King;'  alluding  to  his  late  Majesty's  known  par- 
tiality for  that  particular  dish. 

"  The  next  morning  I  went  out  of  town,  to  dine 
and  sleep,  purposely  to  accommodate  Mr.  Sheridan 
with  my  bed  ;  and  got  home  again  about  four  o'clock 
in  the  afternoon,  when  I  v/as  told  by  my  servant, 
that  Mr.  Sheridan  was  up-stairs  still,  fast  asleep — 
that  lie  had  been  sent  for  several  times  from  Carlton 
House,  but  nothing  could  prevail  upon  him  to 
get  up. 

"  I  was  told  that  an  hour  after  I  had  quitted  town, 
he  called  at  the  Saloon,  and  told  my  servant-maid, 
that  '  he  knew  she  had  a  dinner  fit  for  a  King,  in 
the  house, — a  cold  roast  neck  of  mutton,'  and  asked 
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her  if  she  had  any  wine.  She  told  him  there  were, 
in  a  closet,  live  bottles  of  port,  two  of  madeira,  and 
one  of  brandy  ;  the  whole  of  which,  I  found  that  he, 
Richardson,  and  Charles  Ward,  after  eating  the 
neck  of  mutton  for  diimer,  had  consumed  : — on 
hearing  this,  it  was  easy  to  account  for  his  drowsi- 
ness in  the  morning.  He  was  not  able  to  raise  his 
head  from  his  pillow,  nor  did  he  get  out  of  bed  until 
seven  o'clock,  when  he  had  some  dinner. 

"  Kemble  came  to  him  in  the  evening,  and  they 
again  drank  very  deep,  and  I  never  saw  Mv.  Sheri- 
dan in  better  spirits.     Kemble  was  complaining  of 
want  of  novelty  at  Drury  Lane  Theatre ;  and  that, 
as  manager,  he  felt  uneasy  at  the  lack  of  it.     '  My 
dear    Kemble,'  said  Mr.  Sheridan,  '  don't   talk   of 
grievances  now.'     But   Kemble   still    kept   saying, 
'  Indeed  we  must  seek  for  novelty,  or  the  theatre 
must  sink — novelty,  and  novelty  alone,  can  prop  it, 
"  '  Then,'  replied  Sheridan,  with  a  smile,  '  if  you 
want  novelty,  act  Hamlet,  and  have  music  played 
between  your  pauses.' 

"  Kemble,  however  he  might  have  felt  the  sarcasm, 
did  not  appear  to  take  it  in  bad  part.  What  made 
the  joke  tell  at  the  time,  was  this  :  a  few  nights  pre- 
vious, while  Kemble  was  acting  Hamlet,  a  gentle- 
man came  to  the  pit-door,  and  tendered  half-price. 
The  money-taker  told  him  that  the  third  act  was 
only  then  begun. 

"  The  gentleman,  looking  at  his  watch,  said, — *  It 
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must    bo    impossible,  for    it  was    then    half   past 
nine."' 

" '  That  is  very  true,  Sir,'  replied  the  money- 
taker  ;  ^  hut  recollect  Mr.  Kemble  plays  Hamlet 
to-night:  " 

It  is  but  fair  to  add,  that  both  Kelly's  Work,  and 
Moore's,  contain  several  anecdotes  of  Sheridan, 
amusing  enough  in  the  detail ;  but  as  they  place  him 
in  the  light  of  a  captivating  swindler,  we  have  too 
much  gratitude  for  the  pleasure  derived  from  his 
writings,  to  introduce  them  here. 

Sth—mQ. 

Dr.  South  died. 

The  celebrated  Dr.  South,  the  most  eloquent  of 
preachers  in  his  day,  called  on  his  old  friend  and 
fellow-collegian,  Dr.  Waterland,  who  pressed  him 
to  stay  dinner.  Mrs.  W.,  however,  thought  her 
arrangements  disturbed,  and  refused  to  make  any 
addition  to  the  leg  of  mutton  already  provided, 
saying,  she  would  not  be  put  out  of  her  way — that 
she  would  not ;  the  husband,  provoked  beyond  all 
patience,  declared  that,  if  it  were  not  for  the  stran- 
ger in  the  house,  he  would  thrash  her.  Dr.  South, 
who  heard  all  this  through  a  thin  partition,  hallooed 
out,  "  Dear  doctor !  as  we  have  been  friertds'so 
long,  I  beseech  you  not  to  make  a  stranger  9'f  me 
on  this  occasion." 

Dr.   South,  when  he  resided  at  Caversham,  in 
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Oxfordshire,  was,  one  very  cold  winter''s  morning, 
called  out  of  his  bed  to  marry  a  coujile,  ^\ll()  were 
then  waiting  at  cliureh.  He  liurried  on  his  habili- 
ments, and  went  shivering  to  the  churcli ;  but  seeing 
only  an  old  man  of  seventy,  and  a  woman  about  the 
same  age,  asked  his  clerk  in  a  pet,  where  the  bride 
and  bridegroom  were,  and  what  those  old  folks 
wanted  ?  The  old  man  replied,  that  they  came 
there  to  be  married.  The  doctor,  looking  sternly 
at  them,  exclaimed,  married  !  "  Yes,  mai-ried^'' 
said  the  old  man  hastily  ;  "  better  marry  than  do 
toorsc.''^  "  Get  you  gone,  you  silly  old  fools,"  said 
the  Doctor  ;  *'  get  home  and  do  your  zcorst  z""  and 
then  hobbled  out  of  church,  abusing  his  clerk  for 
disturbing  him  on  so  siUy  an  occasion. 

20th— llSd. 

This  Day  an  action  was  tried  before  the  Court 
of  King's  Bench,  brought  by  ]\Ir.  Spurrier,  auc- 
tioneer, against  a  IMr.  Beard,  to  recover  a  sum  of 
about  J0.2S0,  being  a  charge  of  one  per  cent,  com- 
mission for  selling  an  estate. 

INIr.  Ciiristie,  the  auctioneer,  of  "  hanging  wood" 
memory,  was  called  as  a  witness  for  the  plaintiff. 
He  said,  "  he  had  been  an  auctioneer  upwards  of 
twenty-five  years.  The  business  of  an  auctioneer 
consisted  in  something  more  than  in  making  bows, 
and  in  knocking  down  the  hammer.  It  required  a 
knowledge,  grounded  on  experience ;  a  proper  ac- 
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quaintance  with  all  the  circumstances  belonging  to 
the  estate,  and  the  mode  of  preparing  proper  adver- 
tisements to  enlarge  the  ideas  of' the  public^'' 

Mr.  Erskine,  who  was  counsel  for  the  defendant, 
addressed  the  jury  in  a  speech  replete  with  wit  and 
ingenuity.  He  said  he  found  the  profession  of  an 
auctioneer  was  infinitely  preferable,  in  point  of 
pleasure  and  profit,  to  that  of  a  barrister  ;  for  the 
difference  between  the  charge  of  the  present  plaintiff' 
and  his,  was  as  follows : — 

Auctioneer's  charge :  To  a  pleasant  journey  into 
Sussex,  where  I  was  hospitably  entertained,  (out 
two  days)  .^£^.230.  Mr.  Erskine''s  charge :  To 
pleading  from  nine  in  the  morning  till  four  in  the 
afternoon,  by  which  I  was  melted  down  by  fatigue 
to  the  size  of  a  silver  penny,  .^.10.  10*. 

Mr.  Erskine  eald,  if  auctioneers  were  paid  the 
demand  in  question  on  every  adventure,  they  would 
be  the  rlciiest  subjects  in  the  nation.  By  enlarging 
the  ideas  of  the  public,  which  he  found  was  the 
business  of  the  gentlemen  of  the  hammer,  he  sup- 
jKDsed  was  meant,  representing  an  estate  to  be  worth 
i?.20,000,  when  it  would  only  sell  for  J*.10,000. 

The  riaintiffwas  nonsuited. 

25^^—1809. 

The  Walcheren  Expedition  sailed. 
Many  persons  of  sensibility  were  much  affected 
at  the  parting  interview  between  Lord  Castlereagh 
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and  Sir  William  Curtis,  when  the  worthy  Alderman 
sailed  with  the  Expedition.  Since  Gay's  "  Black- 
eyed  Susan,"  there  has  scarcely  occurred  a  more 
pleasing  subject  for  lyric  poetry ;  and  a  parody 
on  that  beautiful  composition  has  been  prettily 
attempted  by  some  tasteful  and  sprightly  genius. 

All  in  the  Downs  the  fleet  was  moorM, 

The  streamers  waving  in  the  wind. 
When  Castlereagh  appeared  on  board, 
"  Ah  !   where  shall  I  my  Curtis  find? 
Tell  me,  ye  jovial  sailors,  tell  me  true, 
If  my  fat  William  sails  among  your  crew?" 

William,  who  higii  upon  the  poop, 
Rock'd  by  the  billows  to  and  fro, 
Heard,  as  he  supp'd  his  turtle-soup, 

The  well-known  Viscount's  voice  below  ; 
The  spoon  drops  greasy  from  his  savoury  hands, 
And  quick  as  lightning  on  the  deck  he  stands. 

So  Isaac  Hawkins  Browne  at  prayer, 

Shuts  close  Ills  hymn-book  to  his  breast, 
If  Perceval's  shrill  note  he  hear. 
And  drops  into  the  Treasury  nest. 
The  noblest  biscuit-baker  in  the  fleet 
Might  envy  William's  ear  that  call  so  sweet, 

"  O  Casdereagh,  thou  spotless  Peer, 

My  vote  shall  ever  true  remain, 
Let  me  wipe  off"  that  Union  tear : 

We  only  part  to  meet  agiiin. 

K 
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Change  Ministers  about ! — my  vote  shall  be 
The  faithful  compass  that  still  points  to  thee  f 

"  Believe  not  what  reformers  say, 

Who  tempt  with  doubts  thy  constant  mind  ; 
They  swear  contractors,  when  away. 
Two  strings  to  every  how  can  find  : 
Yes,  yes  ;  believe  them  when  they  tell  thee  so ; 
Thine  are  my  only  strings  and  only  bow. 

"  Though  Flushing  claim  this  face  to-day, 

Let  not  a  paler  statesman  mourn  ; 
Thougli  cannon  roar,  yet  Castlereagh 

Shall  see  his  Alderman  return  [fly, 

All  safe  and  sound,  though  forced-meat  balls  should 
And  claret  still  shall  wet  his  civic  eye."" 

Tremendous  Chatham  gave  the  word. 

Sir  Home  his  swelling  topsails  spread, 
No  longer  Castlereagh's  on  board, 
Sir  William  wept,  and  went  to  bed. 
The  Viscount's  boat  unwilling  rows  to  land, 
"  A  J  CIO  ■  "  he  cried,  and  waved  liis  lily  hand. 

On  this  night  the  huge  metropolitan  Theatres 
usually  close,  and  the  actors  of  celebrity  rusticate, 
picking  up  money  and  engagements  from  Country 
Managers,  who  arc  certainly  what  Mr.  Cobbett,  in 
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his  judicious  application  of  epithet,  would  call 
'■^  fine  anhnals.'''' 

A  portrait  of  one  has  been  drawn  by  Wash- 
ington Irvixo,  and  its  fidelity  to  nature  is  equal 
to  its  wit  and  character.  He  makes  him  speak 
in  his  own  person  : — 

Behold  me  now,  (says  the  votary  of  Thespis,) 
at  the  summit  of  my  ambition,  "  the  high  top- 
gallant of  my  joy,"  as  Romeo  says.  No  longer  a 
chieftain  of  a  wandering  tribe,  but  a  monarch  of 
a  legitimate  throne,  and  entitled  to  call  even  the 
great  potentates  of  Covcnt-gardcn  and  Drury-lane, 
cousins.  You  no  doubt  think  my  happiness  com- 
plete. Alas,  Sirs  !  I  was  one  of  the  most  uncom- 
fortable doos  livino-.     No  one  knows,  who  has  not 
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tried,  the  miseries  of  a  manager  ;  but,  above  all, 
the  miseries  of  a  country  manager. — No  one  can 
conceive  the  contentions  and  quarrels  within  doors — 
the  oppressions  and  vexations  from  without.  I  was 
pestered  with  the  bloods  and  loungers  of  a  country 
town,  who  infested  my  green-room,  and  played  the 
mischief  among  my  actresses.  But  there  was  no 
shaking  them  off.  It  would  have  been  ruin  to 
affront  them  ;  for  though  troublesome  friends,  they 
would  have  been  dangerous  enemies.  Then  there 
were  the  village  critics  and  village  amateurs,  who 
were  continually  tormenting  me  with  advice,  and 
getting  into  a  passion  if  I  would  not  take  it ;  espe- 
cially the  village  doctor  and  the  village  attorney, 
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who  had  both  been  to  London  occasionally,  and 
knew  "  what  acting  should  be." 

I  had  also  to  manage  as  arrant  a  crew  of  scrape- 
o-races  as  ever  were  collected  together  within  the 
walls  of  a  theatre.  I  had  been  obliged  to  combine 
my  original  troop  with  some  of  the  former  troop  of 
the  theatre,  who  were  favourites  of  the  public.  Here 
was  a  mixture  that  produced  perpetual  ferment. 
They  were  all  the  time  either  fighting  or  frolicking 
with  each  other,  and  I  scarcely  know  which  mood 
was  least  troublesome.  If  they  quarrelled,  every 
thing  went  wrong ;  and  if  they  were  friends,  they 
were  continually  playing  off  some  prank  upon  each 
other  or  upon  me;  for  I  had  unhappily  acquired 
among  them  the  character  of  an  easy,  good-natured 
fellow — the  worst  character  that  a  manager  can 
possess. 

Their  waggery  at  times  drove  me  almost  crazy  ; 
for  there  is  nothing  so  vexatious  as  the  hackneyed 
tricks,  and  hoaxes,  and  pleasantries,  of  a  veteran 
band  of  theatrical  vagabonds.  I  relished  them 
well  enough,  it  is  true,  while  I  was  merely  one  of 
the  company,  but  as  manager  I  found  them  detest- 
able. They  were  incessantly  bringing  some  dis- 
grace upon  the  theatre  by  their  tavern  frolics,  and 
their  pranks  about  the  country  town.  All  my 
lectures  about  the  importance  of  keeping  up  the 
dignity  of  the  profession  and  the  respectabiUty  of 
the  company  were  in  vain.     The  villains  could  not 
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sympathise  with  the  delicate  feelings  of  a  man  in 
my  station.  They  even  trifled  with  the  seriousness  of 
stage  business.  I  have  liad  the  whole  piece  inter- 
rupted, and  a  crowded  audience  of  at  least  twenty- 
five  pounds,  kej3t  waiting,  because  the  actors  had 
hid  away  the  breeches  of  Rosalind  ;  and  have 
known  Hamlet  to  stalk  solemnly  on  to  deliver  his 
soliloquy,  with  a  dishclout  pinned  to  his  skirts. 
Such  are  the  baleful  consecjuences  of  a  manager's 
getting  a  character  for  good  nature. 

I  was  intolerably  annoyed,  too,  by  the  great 
actors  who  came  down  starring^  as  it  is  called,  from 
London.  Of  all  baneful  influences,  keep  me  from 
that  of  a  London  star  .'  A  first-rate  actress,  going 
the  rounds  of  the  country  theatres,  is  as  bad  as 
a  blazing  comet  whisking  about  the  heavens,  and 
shaking  fire,  and  plagues,  and  discords,  from  its  tail. 

The  moment  one  of  these  "  heavenly  bodies'" 
ap]>earcd  in  my  horizon,  I  was  sure  to  be  in  hot 
water.  My  theatre  was  overrun  by  provincial 
dandies,  copper-washed  counterfeits  of  Bond-street 
loungers,  who  are  always  proud  to  be  in  the  train 
of  an  actress  from  town,  and  anxious  to  be  thought 
on  exceeding  good  terms  with  her.  1 1  was  really  a 
relief  to  me  when  some  random  young  nobleman 
w'ould  come  in  pursuit  of  the  bait,  and  awe  all  this 
small  fry  at  a  distance.  I  have  always  felt  myself 
more  at  ease  with  a  nobleman,  than  with  the  dandy 
of  a  country  town. 
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And  then  the  injuries  I  suffered  in  my  personal 
dignity  and  my  managerical  authority,  from  the 
visits  of  these  great  London  actors  !  Sblood,  Sir,  I 
was  no  longer  master  of  myself  on  my  throne.  I 
was  hectored  and  lectured  in  my  own  green-room, 
and  made  an  absolute  nincompoop  on  my  own 
stage.  There  is  no  tyrant  so  absolute  and  capri- 
cious as  a  London  star  at  a  country  theatre.  I 
dreaded  the  sight  of  all  of  them ;  and  yet  if  I  did 
not  engage  them,  I  was  sure  of  having  the  public 
clamorous  against  me.  They  drew  full  houses,  and 
appeared  to  be  making  my  fortune ;  but  they  swal- 
lowed up  all  the  profits  by  their  insatiable  demands. 
They  were  absolute  tape-worms  to  my  little  theatre ; 
the  more  it  took  in,  the  poorer  it  grew.  They  were 
sure  to  leave  me  with  an  exhausted  public,  empty 
benches,  and  a  score  or  two  of  affronts  to  settle 
among  the  townsfolk,  in  consequence  of  misunder- 
standings about  the  taking  of  places. 

But  the  worst  thing  I  had  to  undergo  in  my 
managerical  career  was  patronage.  Oh,  Sir  !  of  all 
things  deliver  me  from  the  patronage  of  the  great 
people  of  a  country  town.  It  was  my  ruin.  You 
must  know  that  this  town,  though  small,  was  filled 
with  feuds,  and  parties,  and  great  folks;  being  a 
busy  little  trading  and  manufacturing  town.  The 
mischief  was,  that  their  greatness  was  of  a  kind  not 
to  be  settled  by  reference  to  the  court  calendar, 
or  college  of  heraldry ;  it  was  therefore  the  most 
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quarrelsome  kind  of  greatness  in  existence.  You 
smile,  Sir ;  but  let  me  tell  you  there  are  no  feuds 
more  furious  than  the  frontier  feuds  which  take 
place  in  these  "  debatable  lands"  of  gentility.  The 
most  violent  dispute  that  I  ever  knew  in  high  life 
was  one  which  occurred  at  a  country  town,  on  a 
question  of  precedence  between  the  ladies  of  a 
manufacturer  of  pins  and  a  manufacturer  of  needles. 
At  the  town  where  I  was  situated,  there  were  per- 
petual altercations  of  the  kind.  The  head  manu- 
facturer's lady,  for  instance,  was  at  daggers-drawings 
with  the  head  shopkeeper's,  and  both  were  too  rich 
and  had  too  many  friends  to  be  treated  lightly. 
The  doctor's  and  lawyer's  ladies  held  their  heads 
still  higher :  but  they  in  their  turn  were  kept  in 
check  by  the  wife  of  a  country  banker,  who  kept 
her  own  carriage ;  while  a  masculine  widow  of 
cracked  character  and  second-hand  fashion,  who 
lived  in  a  large  house,  and  claimed  to  be  in  some 
way  related  to  nobility,  looked  down  uf)on  them 
all.  To  be  sure,  her  manners  were  not  over  elegant, 
jior  her  fortune  over  large ;  but  then,  sir,  her 
blood — oh,  her  blood  carried  it  all  hollow ;  there 
was  no  withstanding  a  woman  with  such  blood  in 
her  veins. 

After  all,  her  claims  to  high  connexion  were 
questioned;  and  she  had  frequent  battles  for  pre- 
cedence at  balls  and  assemblies  with  some  of  the 
sturdy    dames  of  the   neighbourhood,    who   stood 
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upon  their  wealth  and  their  virtue :  but  then  she 
had  two  dashing  daughters,  who  dressed  as  fine  as 
dragoons,  had  as  high  blood  as  their  mother,  and 
seconded  her  in  every  thing :  so  they  carried  their 
point  with  high  heads ;  and  every  body  hated, 
abused,  and  stood  in  awe  of  the  Fantadlins. 

Such  was  the  state  of  the  fashionable  world  in 
this  self-important  little   town.     Unluckily,   I  was 
not  as  well  acquainted  with  its  politics  as  I  should 
have  been.     I   had  found  myself  a  stranger  and 
in  great   perplexities  during    my    first   season ;     I 
determined,   therefore,    to   put   myself    under   the 
patronage   of  some  powerful    name,    and   thus  to 
take  the  field  with  the  prejudices  of  the  public  in 
my  favour.     I  cast  round  my  thoughts  for  the  pur- 
pose, and  in  an  evil  hour  they  fell  upon  Mrs.  Fan- 
tadUn.     No  one  seemed   to   me   to  have   a  more 
absolute   sway    in    the   world   of    fashion.     I    had 
always  noticed  that   her   party  slammed    the   box 
door  the  loudest  at  the  theatre  ;  that  her  daughters 
entered  like  a  tempest,  with  a  flutter  of  red  shawls 
and  feathers  ;  had  most  beaux  attending  on  them  ; 
talked  and  laughed  most  during  the  performance;  and 
used  quizzing-glasses  incessantly.    1  he  first  evening 
(}f  my  theatre's  re-opening,  therefore,  was  announced 
in   staring  capitals  on  the  play-bills,  as  under  the 
patronage  of  "  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Fantadlin." 

The  whole  community  flew  to  arms !    Presume 
to  patronise  the  theatre  !  insufferaljle  !  and  then  for 
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me  to  dare  to  term  her  "  The  Honourable  !"  What 
claim  has  she  to  the  title  forsooth  ?  The  fashionable 
world  had  long  oroaned  under  the  tyranny  of  the 
Fantadlins,  and  were  glad  to  make  a  common  cause 
against  this  new  instance  of  assumption.  All  minor 
feuds  were  forgotten.  The  doctor's  lady  and  the 
lawyer''s  lady  "met  together,*"  and  the  manufacturer's 
lady  and  the  shopkeeper's  lady  "  kissed  each  other  ;" 
and  all,  headed  by  the  banker's  lady,  voted  the 
theatre  a  hore^  and  determined  to  encourage  no- 
thing but  the  Indian  Jugglers,  and  INIr.  Walker's 
Eidouranion. 

Such  was  the  rock  on  which  I  split.  I  never  got 
over  the  patronage  of  the  Fantadlin  family.  My 
house  was  deserted  ;  my  actors  grew  discontented, 
l)ecause  they  were  ill  paid ;  my  door  became  a  ham- 
jnering  place  for  every  bailiff  in  the  county  ;  and 
my  wife  became  more  and  more  shrewish  and  tor- 
mentinir,  the  more  I  wanted  comfort. 

I  ti'ied  for  a  time  the  usual  consolation  of  a 
harassed  and  henpecked  man  :  I  took  to  the  bottle, 
and  tried  to  tipple  away  my  cares,  but  in  vain,  I 
don't  mean  to  decry  the  bottle;  it  is  no  doubt 
an  excellent  remedy  in  many  cases,  but  it  did  not 
answer  in  mine.  It  cracked  my  voice,  and  coppered 
my  nose,  but  neither  improved  my  wife  nor  my 
affairs.  My  establishment  became  a  scene  of  con- 
fusion and  peculation.  I  was  considered  a  ruined 
maa,  and   of  course  fair   game   for   every  one   to 
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pluck  at,  as  every  one  plunders  a  sinking  ship. 
Day  after  day  some  of  the  troop  deserted,  and,  hke 
deserted  soldiers,  carried  off  their  arms  and  accoutre- 
ments with  them.  In  this  manner  my  wardrobe 
took  legs  and  walked  away,  my  finery  strolled 
all  over  the  country,  my  swords  and  daggers  glit- 
tered in  every  barn,  until,  at  last,  my  tailor  made 
"  one  fell  swoop,"  and  carried  off'  three  dress  coats, 
half-a-dozen  doublets,  and  nineteen  pair  of  flesh- 
coloured  pantaloons.  This  was  the  "  be  all  and 
the  end  all"  of  my  fortune.  I  no  longer  hesitated 
what  to  do.  Egad,  thought  I,  since  stealing  is 
the  order  of  the  day,  I'll  steal  too ;  so  I  secretly 
gathered  together  the  jewels  of  my  wardrobe, 
packed  up  a  hero's  dress  in  a  handkerchief,  slung 
it  on  the  end  of  a  tragedy  sword,  and  quietly  stole 
off  at  dead  of  night,  "  the  bell  then  beating  one," 
leaving  my  queen  and  kingdom  to  the  mercy  of  my 
rebellious  subjects,  and  my  merciless  foes,  the  bum- 
bailiffs.     Such  was  the  "  end  of  all  my  greatness." 

30//i— 1771. 

Thomas  Gray,  the  Poet,  died. 

The  following  Parody  of  his  celebrated  "  Ode 

on  a  Cat  drowned  in  a  Tub  of  Gold  Fishes"  has 

both  humour  and  elegance  to  recommend  it. 

yi. 
'Twas  on  the  pavement  of  a  lane. 

Where  a  hard  shower  of  soaking  rain 

Had  made  a  pretty  mess, 


>r    Z.^y  i^^c^y 


JULY.  203 

A  Buck  advanced  with  careful  strut, 
For  fear  a  sprinkle  from  a  rut 
Should  soil  his  lily  dress. 

His  powder'd  head,  his  ^^ilkcn  hose, 
The  dashing  buckles  on  his  toes 

Seem'd  suited  for  a  court ; 
The  muslin  round  a  pudding  roU'd, 
In  which  he  kept  his  chin  from  cold, 

Was  of  the  finest  sort. 

He  trod  on  slow ;  but  'uudst  the  tide 
A  Brewer's  dray  was  seen  to  glide — 

Unmindful  of  the  mud, 
Before  which  stalk'd,  with  steps  quite  bold. 
Two  hiorh-fed  steeds  of  beauteous  mould — 

The  pride  of  Win  thread's  stud. 

The  splashing  made  on  ev^ry  side 
The  lane,  which  was  not  over  wide. 

Quite  terrified  tlie  elf: 
He  saw  tiie  careless  sifeeds  come  on, 
But  dared  not  stand,  nor  dared  to  run — 

Lest  he  should  splash  himself. 

At  lengthy  poor  youth  !  he  made  a  stop, 
And  would  have  got  into  a  shop — 

But  ah  !  the  door  was  shut ! 
When,  lo  !  th'  advanced  ])rocession  greets 
The  hapless*beau  with  all  the  sweets 

Collected  in  the  rut ! 
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He  swore,  and  call'd  the  drayman  wight 
Untaught,  unlearn'd,  and  unpolite, 

And  said  he"'d  thrash  the  blade ; 
But  he  did  not — good  reason  why, 
Alas,  no  Hercules  was  nigh. 

To  give  Narcissus  aid  ! 

Then,  all  ye  Bucks,  who  walk  the  streety 
So  spruce,  so  buxom,  and  so  neat, 

Learn  this  sad  tale  by  reading, 
To  keep  at  home  on  rainy  days. 
Lest  you  should  meet  with  any  drays — 

For  draymen  have  no  breeding  ! 

In  July,  1818,  a  pedestrian,  on  his  way  from 
Westminster   to  Blackfriars,  beheld   a  gentleman 
seated  in   a  wash'mg-tub,  floating  with  the   tide, 
under  the  pilotage   of  six  geese,    yoked    to  the 
aquatic  vehicle,  and  proceeding  with  all  the  grave 
composure    of   a   civic    voyage    to    Westminster. 
Whenever  the  geese  were  at  all  inclined  to  deviate, 
they  were  gently  guided,  with  the  round  head  of  a 
mopstick,  into  the  right  course  again.     The  per- 
sonage thus  launched  on  so  perilous  and  interesting 
an  enterprise,  turned  out  to  be  Usher,  the  clown  of 
the    Coburg    Theatre,   whose   aquatic   feats  have 
acquired    him   great   celebrity,   and    who,  on    this 
occasion,  had  laid  a  wager  of  ten  guineas  to  perform 
a  voyage  from  Blackfriars  to  Westminster  in  the 
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Ixirk  we  have  dcscribetl,  and  which  he  accomphshed 
with  great  ease. 

In  July,  1823,  a  very  laughable  incident  occurred 
at  the  Lunatic  Asylum  at  Lancaster.    A  parish  over- 
seer took  a  Lunatic  to  the  Asylum.  As  the  man  was 
respectably  connected,  a  gig  was  hired,  and  he  was 
j)ersuaded  that  it  was  merely  an  excursion  of  plea- 
sure ;  in  the  course  of  the  journey,  however,  some- 
thing occurred    to   arouse  the    suspicions    of  the 
Lunatic,  but  he  made  no  resistance,  and  seemed  to 
enjoy  his  jaunt.     When  they  arrived  at  Lancaster 
it  was  too  late  to  proceed  to  the  Asylum,  and  they 
took  up  their  quarters  for  the  night  at  an  inn  ;  very 
early  in    tlie  morning,   the    Lunatic  searched    the 
pockets  of  the  officer,  where  he  found  the  order  for 
his    own    detention.      With    that    cunning    which 
madmen  not  unfrequently  display,  he  made  his  way 
to  the  Asylum,  Siisv  one  of  the  keepers,  and  told 
him   that   he  had  got  a  sad   mad  fellow  down  at 
Lancaster,  whom  he  should  bring  up  in  the  course 
of  the  day,  adding,   "  He's  a  very  queer  feUow, 
and  has  got  very  odd  ways  ;    for  instance,  I  should 
not  wonder  if  he  was  to  say  that  I  was  the  madman, 
and  that  he  was  bringing  me,  but  you  must  take 
care  of  him,  and  not  believe  a  word  that  he  says."" 
The  keeper  promised  compliance,  and  the  Lunatic 
walked  back  to  the  inn,  where  he  found  the  overseer 
still  fast  asleep.     He  awoke  him,  and  they  sat  down 
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to  breakfast.      "  You're  a  very  lazy  fellow  to  be 
lying  all  day ;  I  have  had  a  good  long  walk  this 
morning." — "  Indeed,"  said  the  overseer ;  "  I  should 
like  to  have  a  walk  myself  after  breakfast,  perhaps 
you  will  go  with  me  ?"    The  Lunatic  assented,  and 
after  breakfast  they  set  out,  the  overseer  leading  the 
way  towards  the  Asylum,  intending  to  deliver  his 
charge.    When  they  got  within  sight  of  the  Asylum, 
die  lunatic  exclaimed,  "  What  a  fine  house  that  is  !" 
"  Yes,"  said  the  overseer,  "  I  should  like  to  see  the 
inside  of  it." — "  So  should  I,"  observed  the  Lunatic. 
— "  Well,"  said  the  other,  "  I  dare  say  they  will 
let  us  look   through  ;    however,    I'll   ask."      The 
overseer   rang   the  bell,  and  the  keeper  made  his 
appearance  ;   the  overseer  then  began  to  fumble  for 
the  order,  when  the  Lunatic  gave  it  to  the  keeper, 
saying,   "  This  is  the  man  I  spoke  to  you  about; 
you  will  take  care  of  him,  have  his  head  shaved, 
and  put  a  strait  waistcoat  on  him."     He  immedi- 
ately laid   hands  on  the  poor  overseer,  who  voci- 
ferated loudly,  that   the   other  was  the  madman, 
and  he  the  keeper ;  but  as  this  only  served  to  con- 
firm the  story  previously  told,  it  did  not  at  all  tend 
to  procure  his  liberation.     He  was  taken  away,  and 
became  so  very  obstreperous  that  a  strait  waistcoat 
was  speedily  put  on  him,  and  his  head  was  shaved 
secundum  artem.     Meanwhile,  the  Lunatic  walked 
dehberately  bade  to  the  inn,  paid  the  reckoning,  and 
set  out  on  his  journey  homeward.   The  good  people 
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were  not  a  little  surprised  at  finding  the  wrong  man 
return  ;  they  were  afiiiid  the  Lunatic  had  murdered 
the  overseer,  and  they  asked  him,  what  he  had  done 

with ;    "  Done  with  h'un  !"  said  the  madman  ; 

"  Why,  I  left  him  at  the  Lancaster  Asylum,  as 
mad  as  h — 1 ;"  which,  indeed,  was  not  far  from  truth, 
for  the  wits  of  the  poor  overseer  were  well  nigli 
overset  by  his  detention  and  treatment.  Further  in- 
quiry was  made,  and  it  was  ascertained  that  tlie  man 
was  actually  in  the  Asylum  ;  a  magistrate's  order  was 
obtained  for  his  liberation,  and  he  returned  home 
on  the  next  dav,  with  a  handkerchief  tied  round  his 
head,  in  lieu  of  the  covering  which  Nature  had 
bestowed  upon  it. 


AUGUST. 

1*1?— 1749. 

Jack  Joiikstone,  the  celebrated  performer  of 
Irish  Characters,  born  at  Kilkenny. 

This  talented  Patlaiidcr  being  one  evening  loudly 
called  on,  by  the  deities  who  preside  in  the  highest 
part  of  the  Theatre,  for  their  favourite  song  of  "  the 
Sprig  of  Shilclagh,"  though  it  was  not  announced, 
came  on  thestage  readily,  signifying  his  acquiescence. 
The  music  played,  but  when  he  was  to  have  begun, 
he  stood  silent,  and  apparently  confused.  Again 
the  orchestra  struck  up  the  symphony  ;  and  still  his 
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silence  continued.  At  length  he  came  forward,  and 
electrified  the  audience  by  this  characteristic  apology : 
*'  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  I  assure  you,  that  /  have 
sung  the  song  so  often,  that,  by  my  soid,  I  cannot 
remember  how  it  begins.'''' 

"  I  remember,"  says  Michael  Kelly,  "  one  day, 
shortly  after  my  first  appearance,  dining  with  my 
friend,  Jack  Johnstone,  in  Great  Russel-street,  and 
met  there  an  eccentric  Irishman,  well  known  in 
Dublin  by  the  name  of  '  Waggish  Jack  Long,""  who 
was  by  turns  an  auctioneer  and  dramatist ;  he  wrote 
a  play  called  '  The  Laplanders,'  which  was  most 
coolly  received  by  the  audience  at  first,  and  after- 
wards very  warmly  condemned.  He  came  to  Eng- 
land to  propose  to  Government  a  scheme  to  pay  off 
the  national  debt.  He  was,  however,  full  of  anec- 
dote, and  had  a  happy  knack  of  telling  stories 
against  himself;  one,  I  recollect,  was,  that,  in  his 
auctioneering  capacity,  amongst  other  schemes,  he 
offered  for  sale  woollen  cloths  at  a  farthing  a  yard  ; 
yet,  so  completely  was  his  character  known,  and  so 
well  appreciated,  that  he  could  not  advance  a  bid- 
ding, even  upon  that  price.  At  one  time,  he  told  us, 
his  patience  was  actually  worn  out ;  and,  in  anger 
towards  his  auditory,  said,  he  thought  they  woukl 
treat  him  with  the  same  inattention  if  he  were  to 
offer  a  guinea  for  sale.  He  then,  literally,  took  a 
guinea  out  of  his  pocket,  and  actually  put  it  up; 
there  were  certainly  advances,  shilling  by  shilling. 
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until  it  reached  seventeen  shillings  and  sixpence,  at 
which  price  he  knocked  it  down,  and  han(lin<r  it  to 
the  buyer,  wished  him  luck  of  the  bargain;  the 
purchaser  went  immediately  to  try  the  value  of  his 
lot,  when  it  appeared,  being  weighed,  to  be  of 
eigh teen-pence  less  value  than  the  purchaser  paid 

for  it. 

"  He  mentioned  another  anecdote  of  a  Mr.  Len- 

nan,  a  saddler,  in  Dublin,  who  was  most  seriously 

stage-struck,  and  volunteered  to  act  Major- O'Fla- 

herty,  in  which  he  was  execrable;  after  this  was 

over,  however,  he  exhibited  himself  at  the  Cockle 

Club,  where  the  facetious  Isaac  Sparks  presided, 

and  Jack  Long  was  vice-president ;  they  made  him 

extremely  tipsy,  and  then  gave  him  in  charge  to  the 

watch,  for  having  murdered  Major  OTlaherty  ;  and 

left  the  poor  saddler  all  night  in  durance  vile,  who 

afterwards  stuck  to  making  saddles,  and  never  more 

was  found  guilty  of  murdering  Majors,  even  on  the 

stage.~^ 

3rJ— 1775. 

This  morning  the  classic  ground  of  Moulsey  Hurst 
was  enlivened  with  an  extraordinary  Cricket  Match, 
played  between  six  unmarried,  against  the  same 
number  of  married  women,  and  was  won  by  the 
former,  though  one  of  the  latter  run  seventeen 
-notches. 

Jeremiah  Avershaw,  highwayman  aiul  mur- 
derer, executed  on  Kennington  Conmion. 
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The  following  Jew  cTesprit  appeared  two  or  three 
days  after  Avershaw's  execution,  and  has  been  at- 
tributed to  a  celebrated  Statesman,  Poet,  and  Wit. 

"  Avershaw,who  died  last  Monday. — This  amiable 
and  much-lamented  man  was  cut  off  in  the  prime 
of  life  and  usefulness.  The  sev^erity  of  the  laws 
may  be  here  justly  blamed,  or  rather  the  perverted 
application  of  them.  They  were  not  made  to  curb 
the  aspiring  genius  of  an  Avershaw.  They  were 
made  to  restrain  that  ambition  which  plunges  na- 
tions into  war,  that  individuals  may  become  rich, 
and  desolates  provinces,  that  places  may  be  kept. 

"  Avershaw's  talents  were  fitted  for  active  life. 
Formed  by  Nature  for  the  office  of  Statesman,  he  had 
from  education  all  that  Statesmen  usually  have.  He 
read  with  tolerable  correctness ;  he  wrote,  at  least, 
intelligibly  ;  and  his  style  would  not  have  disgraced 
a  Treasury  Paper,  in  the  plenitude  of  its  intelli- 
gence. What  he  did  not  know,  he  always  could 
assert;  and  what  he  could  not  prove,  he  could  at 
least  swear  to. 

"  In  his  conversation,  he  was  copious,  lively,  figu- 
rative, and  yet  solemn.  Knowing  how  readily  the 
human  mind  tends  to  infidelity,  he  enforced  belief 
by  the  solemnity  of  his  appeals ;  by  oaths  which  in- 
dicate the  sincere  mind,  and  by  execrations  which 
mark  indignant  sensibility. 

"  His  talents  for  finance  alone,  might  have  raised 
him  into  consequence.  It  is  not  improbable  that  he 
had  made  this  his  early  study ;  and  it  is  ascertained 
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that  he  copied  the  example  of  the  greatest  financiers. 
Where  persuasion  was  ineffectual,  as  it  too  fre- 
quently is  in  the  present  avaricious  state  of  mankind, 
he  employed  force.  What  could  not  be  done  di- 
rectly, he  performed  by  circumvention.  He  made 
his  subjects  believe  that  they  were  in  danger,  and 
he  raised  the  supplies  with  facility.  It  ought,  in- 
deed, to  be  mentioned,  that  he  had  one  weakness, 
of  which  financiers  in  general  are  destitute.  He 
spared  the  poor,  from  a  contempt  of  their  ability  to 
satisfy  his  demands.  He  never  insisted  on  money 
from  him  who  had  none.  The  shirtless  passenger, 
and  the  empty  cottage,  were  objects  beneath  his 
great  mind.  But  he  never  spared  the  rich,  the  ac- 
cumulating, and  the  tenacious. 

"  Of  his  sincerity,  when  sincerity  was  necessary, 
there  can  be  no  doubt ;  but  he  had  not  the  common 
folly  of  lavishing  virtues  upon  trivial  occasions.  In 
all  his  schemes  he  preserved  secrecy,  and  expected 
confidence.  It  wiis  difficult  to  know  what  he  meant 
merely  from  what  he  said.  He  had  all  the  ambi- 
guity of  the  first  Statesman — and  from  the  exjjres- 
sion  of  his  countenance,  had  it  been  expressive,  little 
was  to  be  gained ;  for  in  the  execution  of  his  greatest 
projects,  he  concealed  it  beneath  a  viask. 

"  He  was  a  friend  to  war,  and  not  averse  to  neces- 
sary depredation  ;  yet  he  never  shrunk  fi-om  the 
principles  of  his  actions,  nor  attempted  to  defend 
that  which  could  admit  of  no  defence.     Firm  in  his 
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purpose,  and  provident  in  his  means,  he  never  under- 
took an  expedition  which  failed.  If  his  enemy 
escaped  being  defeated,  it  was  because  he  was  not 
to  be  found.  His  courage  was  rather  prudent  than 
rash  ;  he  secured  every  possible  advantage,  attacking 
the  enemy  when  worst  prepared  to  meet  him ;  when  . 
unarmed,  and  no  defence  could  be  made  ;  or  when 
asleep,  and  their  arms  could  be  secured.  Unlike 
the  majority  of  war-ministers^  he  made  no  blunders. 
He  never  attacked  a  force  which  was  invincible ; 
nor  did  he  march  backwards  and  forwards,  affecting 
deep  deliberation,  while  in  the  mean  time  the  enemy 
were  making  their  escape. 

"  His  abilities  were  of  the  solid,  rather  than  the 
splendid  kind.  Although,  as  already  observed,  he 
was  eminently  qualified  to  be  a  Statesman  or  a  Cour- 
tier, yet  he  never  was  guilty  of  servility  or  submis- 
sion to  his  superiors.  He  pretended  not  to  any 
uncommon  degree  of  virtue,  and  conscience  was  a 
word  he  seldom  bandied  with  his  colleagues.  His 
manners  were  so  simple,  that  you  could  at  once  dis- 
cern the  whole  of  his  character.  It  was  on  great 
emergencies  only  that  he  wore  a  disguise,  which  at 
once  preserved  his  modesty  and  eluded  observation. 
"  His  disposition  was  naturally  convivial ;  he  loved 
a  cheerful  glass,  but  his  patriotism  led  him  to  en- 
courage the  manufactures  of  his  own  country.  It 
is  reported  with  certainty,  that  he  never  drank 
foreign  wines,  nor  encouraged  foreign  articles,  unless 
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for  the  purposes  of  sale.  In  his  commercial  trans- 
actions, he  acted  with  an  uncommon  degree  of  mode- 
ration. When  inclined  to  dispose  of  any  thing,  he 
never  received  above  one-third  of  its  value ;  and 
that  the  feelings  of  the  purchaser  might  not  be  hurt, 
he  took  an  oath  that  "  it  was  more  than  it  cost  him." 
It  may  be  also  mentioned,  to  his  honour,  that  he 
was  a  friend  to  the  cultivation  of  the  waste  lands.  It 
is  supposed,  indeed,  that  he  formed  this  plan  early  in 
life,  as  his  favourite  perambulations  were  over  heaths 
and  commons,  and  he  was  often  sensible  that  much 
could  be  made  of  them. 

"  As  to  his  political  sentiments,  it  is  general!}' 
thought  he  had  no  partiality  to  any  faction.  He 
did  not  scruple  to  say,  that  the  best  laws  ought  to 
be  suspended,  when  the  interests  of  a  few  individuals 
require  it ;  and  he  thought  the  ambition  of  one  man, 
whatever  folly  or  wickedness  might  belong  to  his 
character,  was  always  to  be  considered  as  paramount 
to  the  welfare  of  a  nation.  His  notions  certainly 
leaned  towards  aristocracy,  although  he  never 
avowed  an  attachment  to  the  great  men  of  that 
party,  nor  regarded  them  as  superior  to  himself. 
His  ideas  of  j^foperty,  it  must  be  confessed,  were 
rather  confused.  Perhaps  he  had  not  sufficiently 
attended  to  the  subject,  or  perhaps  it  was  beneath 
his  attention.  He  was  known  to  prefer  the  monled 
interest,  and  frequently  would  address  men  of  that 
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description  in  a  manner  which  gained  upon  them. 
That  he  would  liave  done  honour  to  an  official  situa- 
tion cannot,  therefore,  be  doubted.  His  ambition 
was  boundless,  and  his  avarice  tenacious.  But,  how 
transitory  is  all  human  greatness  !  He  was  a  Rose 
untimely  nipped  in  the  bud. 

"  Of  his  religious  opinions,  little  can  be  collected. 
That  he  was  an  infidel,  it  would  be  wrong  to  assert. 
His  belief  both  in  heaven  and  hell  may  be  deemed 
sincere.  He  frequently  talked  of  the  latter,  and  it 
is  certain  he  had  heard  of  the  former.  It  may  be 
affirmed,  with  great  truth,  that  he  deceived  no  man 
in  these  respects.  He  never  anticipated  success 
from  pasting";  and  it  is  not  known  that,  either 
}3efore  or  after  an  Engagement  he  ever  composed  a 
Form  of  rraycr.  His  effusions  were  extempora- 
neous ;  and  as  they  were  uttered  with  fervour,  they 
were  heard  with  fear. 

"  Such  was  Avershaw,  whose  character,  thus,  per- 
haps, imperfectly  delineated,  we  may  conclude  in 
the  words  of  an  excellent  author : — '  He  fell  by  a 
death  as  glorious  as  his  life  had  been,  and  which 
was  so  truly  agreeable  to  it,  that  the  latter  must 
have  been  deplorably  maimed  and  imperfect  without 
the  former ;  a  death  which  had  alone  been  wanting 
to  complete  the  character  of  several  ancient  and 
modern  heroes,  whose  histories  would  then  have 
been  read  with  much  greater  pleasure  by  the  wisest 
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ill  all  af^cs.  Indeed,  we  could  almost  wish,  that 
whenever  fortune  seems  Avantonly  to  deviate  from 
ber  purpose,  and  leaves  her  work  imperfect  in  this 
particular,  the  historian  would  indulge  himself  in 
the  licence  of  poetry  and  romance,  and  even  do  a 
violence  to  truth,  to  oblige  his  reader  with  a  page, 
which  must  be  the  most  delightful  in  all  his  history, 
and  which  could  never  fail  of  producing  an  instruc- 
tive moral.' 

"  Narrow  minds  may  possibly  have  some  reason 
to  be  ashamed  of  going  this  way  out  of  the  world, 
if  their  consciences  can  fly  in  their  faces,  and  assure 
them  they  have  not  merited  such  an  honour ;  but 
he  must  be  a  fool  who  is  ashamed  of  being  hanged, 
who  is  not  weak  enough  to  be  ashamed  of  having 
deserved  it." 

4</i— 1816. 

"  The  Nezcs'"'  of  this  date  states,  that  a  person  in 
Alston,  who  for  some  years  followed  the  t'-ade  of  a 
Barber,  recently  opened  a  Spirit  Shop ;  when,  to 
the  admiration  and  amusement  of  every  body  pos- 
sessing a  pure  poetic  taste,  he  hoisted  over  his  door 
the  following  exquisite  couplet : — 

Rove  not  from  Pole  to  Pole,  but  here  turn  in, 
Where  nought  exceeds  the  Shaving,  but  the  Gin. 

5th— 1158. 
This  IMorning's   "  London  Chronicle"  presents 
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its  readers  with  the  following  "  touch  at  the  tender^'' 
in  the  shape  of  an  Advertisement. 

"  A   Young  Lady   who   was   at  Vauxhall    on 
Thursday  night  last,  in  company  with  two  gentle- 
men, could  not  but  observe  a  young  gentleman  in 
blue  and  a  gold-laced  hat,  who,  being  near  her  by 
the  orchestra  during  the  performance,  especially  the 
last  song,  gazed  upon  her  with  the  utmost  attention. 
He  earnestly  hopes  (if  unmarried)  she  will  favour 
him  with  a  line  directed  to  A.  D.   at  the  bar  of  the 
Temple   Exchange    Coffee-house,    Temple-bar,    to 
inform  him  whether  fortune,  family,  and  character, 
may  not  entitle  him,  upon  a  further  knowledge,  to 
hope  an  interest  in   her  heart.     He  begs  she  will 
pardon  the  method  he  has  taken  to  let  her  know  the 
situation  of  his  mind,  as,  being  a  stranger,  he  des- 
paired of  doing  it  any  other  way,  or  even  of  seeing 
her  more.     As  his  views  are  founded  upon  the  most 
honourable  principles,   he  presumes  to  hope  the  oc- 
casion   will    justify   it,    if  she   generously    breaks 
through  this  trifling  formality  of  the   sex,  rather 
than,  by  a  cruel  silence,  render  unhappy  one,  who 
must  ever  expect  to  continue  so,  if  debarred  from  a 
nearer  acquaintance  with  her,  in  whose  power  alone 
it  is  to  complete  his  felicity." 

9^^—1796. 

At  the  New  Cricket  Ground,  Montpellier  Gar- 
dens, Walworth,  a  Cricket  Match  was  played  by 
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eleven  Greenwich  pensioners  with  one  leg,  against 
eleven  with  one  arm,  for  one  thousand  guineas. 
At  nine  oVlock  the  men  arrived  in  three  Greenwich 
stages;  about  twelve  the  wickets  were  pitched,  and 
they  commenced.  Those  with  but  one  leg  had  the 
first  innings,  and  got  ninety-three  runs  ;  those  with 
but  one  arm  got  but  forty-two  runs  during  their 
innings.  The  one-leg  commenced  their  second 
innings,  and  six  were  bowled  out  after  they  got 
sixty  runs  ;  so  they  left  off  one  hundred  and  eleven 
more  than  those  with  one  arm.  Next  morning  the 
match  was  j)layed  out ;  and  the  men  with  one  leg 
beat  the  one-arms  by  one  hundred  and  three  runs. 
After  the  match  was  finished,  the  eleven  one-lesrired 
men  ran  a  sweep-stakes  of  one  hundred  yards  di.s- 
tance,  for  twenty  guineas,  and  the  three  first  had 
prizes. 

12;/i— 1815. 

Napot.eon  Ronai'arte  sailed  ft)r  St.  Helena. 

A  short  time  previous  to  the  departure  of  the 
French  Emperor  from  our  coast,  a  respectablv- 
dressed  man  caused  a  number  of  handbills  to  bf 
distributed  through  Chester,  in  which  he  informed 
the  public,  that  a  great  number  of  genteel  familiei* 
had  embarked  at  Plymouth,  and  would  certainlv 
proceed  with  the  British  regiment  appointed  to  ac- 
company the  Ex-Emperor  to  St.  Helena :  he  added 
further,  that  the  Island  being  dreadfully  infested  with 

L 


218  THE  good-fellow's  calendar. 

rats,  His  Majesty''s  Ministers  had  determined  that  it 
should  be  forthwith  effectually  cleared  of  those  ppxi- 
ous  animals.  To  facilitate  this  important  purpose, 
he  had  been  deputed  to  purchase  as  many  cats  and 
thriving  kittens,  as  could  possibly  be  procured  for 
money,  in  a  short  space  of  time  ;  and,  therefore,  he 
publicly  offered  in  his  handbills,  sixteen  shillings  for 
every  athletic  fidl-groxvn  torn  cat,  ten  shillings  for 
every  adult  female  puss,  and  half-a  crown  for  every 
thriving  vigorous  kitten,  that  could  swill  milk,  pur- 
sue a  ball  of  thread,  or  fasten  its  young  fangs  in  a 
dying  mouse.  On  the  evening  of  the  third  day  after 
this  advertisement  had  been  distributed,  the  people 
of  Chester  were  astonished  with  an  irruption  of  a 
multitude  of  old  women,  boys,  and  girls,  into  their 
streets,  all  of  whom  carried  on  their  sliouldcrs  either 
a  bag  or  a  basket,  which  appeared  to  contain  some 
restless  animal. 

Every  road,  every  lane,  was  thronged  with  this 
comical  procession ;  and  the  wondering  spectators 
of  the  scene  were  involuntarily  compelled  to  remem- 
ber the  old  riddle  about  St.  Ives  : 

As  I  was  going  to  St.  Ives, 

I  met  fifty  old  wives  ; 

Every  wife  had  fifty  sacks, 

Every  sack  had  fifty  cats. 

Every  cat  had  fifty  kittens ; 

Kittens,  cats,  sacks,  and  wives. 

How  many  were  going  to  St.  Ives.'' 
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Before  niglit,  a  congregation  of  nearly  tliree  thou- 
saiul  tats  was  collected  in  Chester.  The  happy 
bearers  of  these  sweet-voieed  creatures  proceeded 
all  (as  directed  by  the  advertisement)  towards  cue 
street  with  their  delectable  burdens.  Here  they 
became  closely  wedged  together.  A  vocal  concert 
soon  ensued.  The  women  screamed ;  the  cats 
squalled  ;  the  boys  and  girls  shrieked  treble,  and 
the  dogs  of  the  street  howled  bass,  so  that  it  soon 
became  difficult  for  the  nicest  ear  to  ascertain  whether 
the  canine,  the  feline,  or  the  human  tones  were 
predominant.  Some  of  the  cat-bearing  ladies,  whose 
dispositions  were  not  of  the  most  placid  nature,  find- 
ing themselves  annoyed  by  their  neighbours,  soon 
cast  down  their  burdens,  and  began  to  box.  A 
battle  royal  ensued.  The  cats  sounded  the  war- 
whoop  with  might  and  main.  IVIeanwhile  the  boys 
of  the  town,  who  seemed  mightily  to  i-elish  the 
sport,  were  actively  emploved  in  opening  tht- 
mouths  of  the  deserted  sacks,  and  liberatinor  the 
cats  from  their  forlorn  situation.  The  enraged 
animals  bounded  immediately  on  the  shoulders  and 
heads  of  the  combatants,  and  ran  spitting;  squalling, 
and  claicing;  along  the  imdulating  sea  of  skulls, 
towards  the  walls  of  the  houses  of  the  good  people 
of  Chester.  Tlie  citizens,  attracted  by  the  noise, 
had  opened  the  windows  to  gaze  at  tlie  fun.  The 
cats,  rushing  with  the  rapidity  of  lightning  up  the 
pillars,  and  then  across  the  balustrades  and  galleries, 
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for  which  the  town  is  so  famous,  leaped  slap-dash 
through  the  open  windows  into  the  apartments. 
Never,  since  the  days  of  the  celebrated  "  Hugh 
Lupus,"  were  the  drawing-rooms  of  Chester  filled 
with  such  a  crowd  of  unwelcome  jjuests.  Now  were 
heard  the  crashes  of  broken  china ;  the  howling  of 
affrighted  dogs  ;  the  cries  of  distressed  damsels,  and 
the  groans  of  well-fed  citizens.  All  Chester  was 
soon  in  arms ;  and  dire  were  the  deeds  of  vengeance 
executed  on  the  feline  race.  Next  morning,  above 
five  hundred  dead  bodies  were  seen  floating  on  the 
river  Dee,  where  they  had  been  ignominiously 
thrown  by  the  two-legged  victors.  The  rest  of  the 
invading  host,  having  evacuated  the  town,  dispersed 
in  the  utmost  confusion  to  their  respective  homes. 

14/A— 1814. 

According  to  "  Blackwood's  Magazine,""  (the 
veracity  of  which  none  can  entertain  a  doubt  about) 
Ensign  O'Doherty  embarked  at  Dover,  in  the 
schooner  "  John  Dory,"  Captain  Godolphin,  for 
Jamaica,  and  when  he  arrived  there,  penned  the 
following  facetious  and  descriptive  verses  : — 

Captain  Godolf)hin  was  a  very  odd  and  stingy  man, 
Who  skipper  was,  as   I'm  assured,  of  a  schooner- 

rigg'd  West  Indiaman  ; 
The  wind  was  fair,  he  went  on  board,  and  when  he 

saird  from  Dover,  [seas  over .'" 

Says  he  "  this  trip  is  but  a  joke,  for  now  I'm  half 
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The  Captain's  wife,  she  saird  with  him,  this  circum- 
stance I  heard  of  lier,      [w  ilhin  a  yard  of  her  ; 

Her  brimstone  breath,  'twas  ahnost  death   to  come 

Witli  fiery  nose,  as  red  as  rose,  to  tell  no  hes  I'll 
stoop,  [poop. 

She  looked  just  like  an  Admiral  with  a  lantern  at  his 

Her  spirits  sunk  from  eating  jtinJi,  and  as  she  was 
an  epicure,  [a  haj^py  cure. 

She  swore  a  dish  of  Dol[)hin  fish  would  of  her  make 

The  Captain's  line,  so  strong  and  fine,  had  hooked 
a  fish  one  day,  [Dolphin  swam  away. 

When  his   anxious  wife   Godolj^^/iin   cried,  and  the 

The  wind  was  foul,  the  weather  hot,  between  the 

tropics  long  she  stewed, 

The  latitude  was  5  or  6,  'bout  50  was  the  longitude. 

When  JacTcy  the  cook,  once  spoilt  the  sauce ^  she 

thought  it  mighty  odd,  [Saucy  Jack*,  by  G — d. 

But  her  husband  bawl'd  on  deck,  why,  here's  the 

The  Captain  sought  his  charming  wife,  and  whis- 
pered to  her  private  ear,      [^Yankec  privateer." 

"  IMy  love  this  night,  we'll  have  to  fight  a  thumping 

On  this  he  took  a  glass  of  rum,  by  which  he  shewed 
his  sense  ;  defence. 

Resolved   that  he  would  make  at  least  a  spirited 

*  A  celebrated  Anieriean  privateer 
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The  Captain  of  the  "  Saucy  Jack,''  he  was  a  dark 
a«d  (hngy  man  ;  [rigg'd  West  Indiaman. 

Says  he,  "  my  ship  must  take  this  trip,  this  schooner- 
Each  at  his  gun,  we'll  shew  them  fun,  the  decks  are 
al!  in  order  :  [boarder:^ 

But  mind  that  every  lodge?'  here,  must  likewise  be  a 

No,  never  was  there  warmer  work,  at  least  I  rather 
think  not,  [and  stink-pot. 

With  cannon,  cutlass,  grappling-iron,  blunderbuss, 

The  Yankee  captain,  boarding  her,  cried,  either 
strike  or  drown  ;  \knocJied  him  down. 

Godolphin  answered,   "  then  I  strike,"  and  quickly 


15^^—1738. 

Joe  Miller  died,  aged  54,  and  lies  in  the 
burial  ground  in  Portugal-street,  lincolns  Inn 
Fields.  We  merely  mention  this  fact,  because  we 
think  our  volume  would  be  incomplete  without  some 
notice  being  taken  of  thkjest-monger,  vfhosejucet'tcc 
liave  been  placed  on  the  "  superanmiated  lisf  by 
every  attcm})ter  of  wit,  except  the  redoubtable 
Jack  Topham. 

11th— 118Q. 

Frederick  the  Great,  of  Prussia,  died. 

Innnaculate  as  are  the  professors  of  the  Law  in 
this  country,  in  Prussia,  Frederick  found  that  they 
exceedingly    oppressed     his    otiicr    subjects,    and 
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frequently  incited  men  to  litigate  mere  trifles  at  such 
an  expense,  as  ended  in  the  ruin  of  both  Plaintiff 
and  Defendant.  Considering  that  the  Law  Hooks 
of  this  countiy  are  so  clear,  concise,  and  determinate, 
it  is  scarcely  possible  for  us  to  conceive  how  ambi- 
guous, equivocal,  and  voluminous,  he  found  those  of 
Prussia.  There  was  only  one  method  by  which  a 
radical  cure  could  be  effected — he  burnt  all  the 
Books,  and,  in  their  place,  formed  a  short  Code — 
prohibiting,  at  the  same  time,  more  than  four 
})ersons  from  practising  the  Law  in  Berlin,  or  any 
part  of  his  dominions.  Many  thousand  acute  and 
ingenxoit.s  men  being  by  this  means  thrown  out  of 
large  incomes  and  a  splendid  mode  of  life,  they  deter- 
mined to  write  a  Petition,  stating,  that  by  this.  His 
Majesty*'s  determination,  they  were  reduced  to  beg- 
gary, and  entreated  that  he  would,  in  great  good- 
ness and  clemency,  point  out  to  them  Jmy  emjiloy- 
ment  which  they  might  take  up,  in  lieu  of  that  from 
which  they  were  prohibited.  His  answer  Avas,  as 
usual,  written  at  the  bottom  of  the  Petition,  and  is 
still  preserved  among  the  royal  archives: — "  Such 
of  you  as  are  not  tall  enough  for  grenadiers^  may 
enlist  as  common  soldiers  ;  and  those  who  are  not 
tall  enough  for  ronivion  soldiers,  shall  be  received 
as  drummers  and Ji/hs. — Fkedkuick.'" 

Dr.  Schmidt,  of  the  cathedral  of  Berlin,  wrote  to 
Frederick  the  following  Epistle : — 
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*'  Sire, — 1  acquaint  your  Majesty,  first,  that 
there  are  wanting  Books  of  Psahiis  for  the  Royal 
Family.  I  acquaint  your  Majesty,  second,  that 
there  wants  wood  to  warm  the  Royal  seats.  I 
acquaint  your  Majesty,  third,  that  the  Balustrade 
next  the  river,  behind  the  Church,  is  become  ruinous, 
"  Schmidt,  Sacrist  of  the  Cathedral." 

The  King,  much  amused,  wrote  his  "  Sacrist  of 
the  CathedraF"'  the  following  reply  : — 

"  I  acquaint  you,  Mr.  Sacrist  Schmidt,  first, 
that  those  who  want  to  sing,  may  buy  books. 
Second,  I  acquaint  Mr.  Sacrist  Schmidt,  that  those 
who  want  to  be  warm,  may  buy  wood<  Third,  I 
acquaint  Mr.  Sacrist  Schmidt,  that  I  shall  no  longer 
trust  to  the  balustrade  near  the  river ;  and  I 
acquaint  Mr.  Sacrist  Schmidt,  fourth,  that  I  will 
not  have  any  more  correspondence  with  him. 

"  Frederick." 

During  this  Monarch's  reign,  a  Jew,  who  had 
acquired  great  wealth,  wished  to  c[uit  Berlin,  but 
dared  not  attempt  it  without  the  King's  permission; 
accordingly  he  made  several  applications  from  time 
to  time,  assigning  one  reason,  then  another  ;  but 
the  principal  was,  for  the  benefit  of  his  health.  At 
length  he  became  particularly  pressing,  and  received 
the  following  short  reply  : — 

"  Dear  Ephraim, 

"  Nothing  but  death  shall  part  us. 

"  Frederick.'" 
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18th— 1S25. 

On  this  day  !Mr.  Keax,  the  jxrformcr,  gave  a 
prize  wherry,  whicli  was  rowed  for  by  seven  pair  of 
oars.  The  first  heat  was,  from  Westminster  Bridge, 
round  a  boat  moored  near  Lawn  Cottaf>r,  and  down 
to  the  Red  House  Battersea.  The  thiee  first  boats 
only  of  this  heat,  started  for  the  second  heat,  which 
was  from  Biooi/s,  off  the  Bed  House,  rowing-  through 
Vaui'haU  Bridge,  anil  returning  up  the  Surrey 
Shore,  rounil  a  Boat  moored  near  Latcn  Cottage, 
and  back  to  the  Prize  Wherr//,  off  the  Bed  House. 

The  Tragedian  himself  (of  course)  was  present, 
and  fired  off  the  pistol  as  a  signal  for  the  boats  to 
start. 

Westminster  Bridge  was  crowded  with  spectators, 
but  the  Bed  House,  Battersea,  was  where  all  the 
Primc-of-Life  Lads  assembled.  Here  were  to  be 
seen,  Poets,  Pugilists,  and  Players,  of  nil  sorts, 
sizes,  and  degrees ;  coster  mongers,  from  Tot  hill 
Fields,  and  Battersea  Beauties;  nor  was  there  any 
lack  of  "  wandering  jMelodists.'""  A  brace  of 
nymphs  who  perambvilate  London  streets  with  a 
iiurdy-gurdy,  whose  xcind  seems  spavined,  gladdeneil 
the  hearts  of  those  around  ilu-m  ;  while  the  Dons 
who  could  stand  the  tip  discussed  the  reid  thing, 
at  Swaine's,  whose  genuine  goodness,  as  a  host,  is 
[)roverl)ial.  His  large  room  presented,  in  tnitJi,  a 
most    reviving    appearance  ;     the    wlmlous    being 

L  5 
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crowded  by  beauties /J/ZZ  grown,  and  in  the  bud; 
and  the  tables  tastefully  decorated  with  chicken 
and  cold  sirloins,  which  were  demolished  in  the  most 
interesting  manner  possible;  while  many  who  had 
"  do7ie  a  little  drink,"  edified  the  company  with 
the  coruscations  of  their  wit,  and  their  conjectures 
as  to  the  probability  of  who  would  win  the  prize. 
Now  and  then  a  Song  was  struck  up,  and  chatmted 
in  a  style  that  indicated  something  of  the  'profes- 
sional. At  the  table  at  which  the  writer  of  this 
presided,  one  was  volunteered  of  the  Bacchanalian 
order,  the  Chorus  of  which  was  remarkably  striking ; 
it  ran  thus  : — 

*'  Bumpers,  bumpers  flowing  ; 
Bumpers  up  to  the  brim  ! 
And  he  who  is  talking 
A  word  about  walking, 
Out  of  the  window,  at  once,  with  him.'' 

Down  below,  all  was  hilarity,  of  the  purest  and 
most  classical  description.  Here  the  immortal 
"  Randall,"  once  known  by  the  cognomen  of  "  The 
Nonpareil,"  shone  in  all  his  glory.  He  so  com- 
pletely realises  the  favourite  Emblem  of  the 
Ancients,  of  strength  and  suavity  ;  namely,  the  Child 
with  the  Thunderbolt  in  his  Hand,  that  it  is  im- 
possible to  come  in  contact  with  him,  either  in  the 
ring,  or  out  of  it,  without  being  struck  in  a  remark- 
able manner.     The  scrihcr  of  this  brief  narration 
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asked  him  to  be  allowed  the  felicity  of  assisting;  iiim 
to  a  little  Gin ;  and  the  answer  he  made,  beat  Lord 
Chesterfield  hollow.  The  reader  should  be  pre- 
sented with  it,  as  a  model  for  him  to  study  from, 
but  the  writer  is  well  aware  of  Mr.  Randall's  tena- 
city of  being  brought  before  the  public  eye  unne- 
cessarily ;  suffice  it  to  observe,  it  was  all  that  Beau 
lirummell  would  have  set  down,  as  according  with 
his  ideas  of  polite  and  gentlemanly  acquiescence. 

On  the  Boat-race  being  decided,  "  Home,  sweet 
Home,''^  became  the  "  order  of  the  day,"  or  rather 
night ;  and  the  road  from  the  Red  House  was  soon 
crowded  with  pedestrians,  who  were  lavish  of  their 
praises  on  the  Tragedian,  whose  generous  disposi- 
tion had  furnished  them  with  a  day  of  prime 
festivity. 

This  Month's  Irish  Papers,  of  about  a  twelve- 
month ago,  presented  the  lovers  of  the  whimsical 
with  the  following 

DESCRIPTION    OK    A    SPLnXDID     FETE,  GIVEX     AT 
BALLYGUOOGAGII. 

Ballvsroon-aivh  House,  the  hospitable  mansion  of 
Timothy  O'Mullighan,  was  graced  some  time  ago  by 
the  most  elegant  festivities,  on  the  happy  return  of 
their  eldest  son  from  the  North  of  Europe,  where  he 
had  been  incognito,  in  the  humble  guise  of  cook  to 
a  whaler. 

The  principal  entrance   to  the   house  was  most 
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handsomely  decorated  for  the  occasion  :  on  one  side 
was  seen  a  heap  of  manure,  shaped  hke  an  ancient 
tumulus^  and  tastefully  ornamented  with  hanging 
straws,  &c. ;  on  the  other  side  appeared  a  stagnant 
pool,  whose  smooth  surface  was  gently  moved  by  a 
duck  and  drake,  who  muddled  through  it  with  un- 
common vivacity  and  spirit ;  in  perspective,  was  seen 
a  turf-lish,  around  which  a  pair  of  trowsers  being 
carelessly  thrown,  gave  a  hght  and  graceful  finish  to 
the  whole  scene. 

About  two  o'clock,  the  approach  of  company 
was  proclaimed  by  the  distant  clatter  of  wheel-cars ; 
this  deep  sound,  mingled  with  the  finer  tones  of 
cur-dogs  barking,  whipped-children  crying,  &c.  pro- 
duced a  full  and  mellow  volume  of  the  most  de- 
lio-htful  harmony.  The  first  arrival  was  that  of  the 
dowager,  Mrs.  Fluggins,  an  eminent  accoucheuse ; 
she  was  soon  followed  by  the  rest  of  the  expected 
company,  who  speedily  repaired  to  a  grand  rustic 
saloon,  the  walls  of  which  were  painted  a  la  soot- 
drop. 

Here  a  rich  and  finely-flavoured  beverage  was 
handed  round  in  noble  wooden  vases,  which  the 
charming  hostess,  Avith  bewitching  simplicity,  called 
broth  in  noggins.  Dinner  was  shortly  afterwards 
served  up ;  a  plateau  was  dispensed  with,  but  its 
place  was  mostly  sup})lied  with  a  fine  skate,  cooked 
up  in  the  Turkish  fashion,  with  all  its  tails;  near  it, 
a  quarter  of  dchcate  veal,  which  had  breathed  its 
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last  sigh  after  an  existence  of  five  hours.  On  tlie 
central  dish  was  ])lacecl  a  male  bird,  which,  during 
a  life  of  nine  years,  had  increased  to  such  a  size  as 
to  excite  the  admiration  of  tiie  whole  company. 
There  were  many  more  rarities,  such  as  arc  seldom 
to  be  met  with  at  the  most  sumptuous  tables. 

After  dinner,  some  original  sentiments  and  well- 
selected  songs  were  given,  a  few  of  which  are  the 
followin"- : — 

Mr.  O'^MuUighan — '•  A  speedy  rise  to  the  price 
of  pigs." 

Song — TJic  night  that  I  put  the  pig  tinder 
the  pot. 

Mr.  O'Loughlin — "  A  merry  go  round  to  thr 
foot  organ*."" 

Song — The  weary  powid  of  tozv. 

Mr.M'Dade — •'  The  weaver's  harpsichord -f." 

Song — A  zceaver  boy  shall  be  my  dear. 

When  the  j)leasures  of  the  festive  board  were 
concluded,  preparations  were  made  for  dancing. 
The  orchestra,  an  anti(jue  of  the  most  simple  beautv, 
was  an  inverted  creel,  on  which  a  single  minstrel 
sat,  the  interest  of  whose  appearance  was  much 
heightened  by  the  loss  of  his  left  eye.  Mr.  Patrick 
O'lMuUighan  di.sliking  the  monotony  of  the  waltz, 
and  the  vagaries  of  the  quadrille,  opened  the  ball  by 
dancing  a  jig  with  Miss  Judy  Iliggins;  they  were 
soon  followed  by  Master  Charles  M'Dade,  who 
•  A  spiimiug-wlieel.  \  A  loom. 


2S0  THE  good-fellow's  calendar. 

floated  into  a  reel  with  Miss  Nancy  Fluggins. 
Dancing  was  kept  up  until  a  late  hour,  and  the  ele- 
gant revellers  parted  with  mutual  regret.  We  sub- 
join a  description  of  some  of  the  most  admired 
dresses  worn  on  the  occasion ;  which,  from  their 
striking  costume,  will,  doubtlessly,  be  the  standard 
for  fashionable  imitation. 

Ladies'  Dresses. — Mrs.  O'jVIuUighan — A  loose 
bed-gown  robe  of  linsey-woolsey,  petticoat  to  match, 
two-and-sixpenny  shawl,  thrown  with  graceful  neg- 
ligence over  the  shoulders  ;  pincushion  and  scissars 
suspended  from  the  right  side  by  red  tape.  Head- 
dress, dowd  and  skull-cap. 

Miss  CMulHghan — Round  gown  of  striped 
calico ;  habit-shirt,  embroidered  en  gobble  stitch. 
Head  dress,  bandalettes,  of  scarlet  sixpenny  riband. 

Miss  Nancy  O'Mullighan — A  superb  old  cot- 
ton gown,  dyed  blue  for  tiie  occasion.  Head-dress, 
crooked  horn-comb,  and  splendid  brass  bodkin. 

Dowager  Mrs.  Fluggins — Body  and  train  of 
snuff-coloured  stuff,  petticoat  of  deep  crimson  ;  the 
brilliancy  of  this  truly  beautiful  dress  was  increased 
by  a  pair  of  large  ticken  pockets,  worn  outside  of  the 
petticoat.  Head-dress,  a  most  valuable  antique 
straw  bonnet. 

Miss  Fluggins — A  light  drapery  of  plain  yellow 
linen,  over  a  sj)rigged  cotton  gown  ;  petticoat,  grace- 
fully sprinkled  with  pure  coloured  spots.  Head- 
dress, large  velveteen  band,  with  a  mother-of-pearl 
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button    in    front ;    black    worsted   stockings,    a    la 
Caraboo. 

Gentlemen''.^  Dresses.  —  INIr.  O'Mullighan  —  A 
wallicoat  of  white  drugget ;  deep  blue  inexpressibles ; 
wig  unpovvdered. 

Mr.  Patrick  O'MuUighan — Jacket  and  trowst-rs 
of  blue  frieze;  cravat,  a  blue  and  white  handker- 
chief. 

Mr.  Gullv — A  brown  jacket,  handsomely 
patcheil  at  the  elbows  with  grey  cloth ;  waist, checjuer. 
This  gentleman's  declining  to  wear  .shoes  gave  a 
])eculiarly  cool  and  easy  freedom  to  iiis  fine  figure. 

Towards  the  close  of  this  Month,  the  Ilouse.i 
of  Parliament  are  what  is  called  tip^  and  Parlia- 
mentary and  other  Dinners  are  given  in  all  quarters 
"  called  polite.''''  We  therefore  present  our  readers 
with  what  we  deem  an  apjiosite  tit-bit.,  entitled 

THE    DINNER. 

Thus  to  his  mate  Sir  Richard  spoke — 
"  T/ie  House  is  i/p,  from  Londcm  smoke 

All  fly,  the  Park  grows  thinner ; 
The  friends  who  fed  us  will  condemn 
Our  backward  ground  ;  we  must  feed  them  ; 

JVIy  dear,  let's  give  a  dinner." 

"Agreed,"  his  Lady  cries  ;   '*  and  first 
Put  down  Sir  George  and  Lady  Ilurst." 
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"  Done  !  now  I  name  the  Gatties  !" 
"  My  dear,  they're  rather  stupid.""     "  Stuff! 
We  dine  with  them,  and  that''s  enough  : 

Besides,  I  hke  their  patties."""" 

"  Who  next  ?"  "  Sir  James  and  Lady  Dunn." 
"  Oh,  no."—"  Why  not .?"     "  They'll  bring  their 
son. 

That  regular  tormentor : 
A  couple,  with  07ie  child,  are  sure 
To  brine:  three  fools  outside  their  door 

Whene'er  abroad  they  venture." 

"  Who  next .?"   "  John  Yates  "   What,  M.  P.  Yates, 
Who  o'er  the  bottle  stale  debates 

Drags  forth  ten  times  a  niinute.''"" 
"  He's  like  the  rest :  whoever  fails, 
Out  of  St.  Stephens's  school  tells  tales 

He"'d  quake  to  utter  in  it."" 

"  Well,  have  him  if  you  will."—"  The  Grants." 
"  My  dear,  remember  at  your  Aunt's 

I  view'd  them  with  abhorrence." 
"  Why  so  ?" — "  Why,  since  they  came  from  Lisle, 
(Which  they  call  Leel)  they  bore  our  Isle 

With  Brussels,  Tours,  and  Florence." 

"  Where  could  you  meet  them  ?"    "  At  the  Nore  ?" 
"  Who  next  ?" — "  The  Lanes."—"  We  want   tv» 
more — 


AUGUST. 


233 


Lieutenant  General  Dizzy" 
"  He's  deaf."—"  Hut  then  he  11  bring  Tom  ^Vlnle." 
"  True,  ask  them  both, — the  boy's  a  bite, — 

We'll  ])lace  him  next  to  Lizzy.'''' 
'Tis  seven — the  Hursts,  the  Dunns,  Jack  "lates, 
The  Grants  assemble  :  dinner  waits  : 

In  march  the  Lanes,  the  Gatties  ; 
Objections,  taunts,  rebukes  are  fled, 
Hate,  scorn,  and  ridicule  lie  dead 

As  so  many  Donatt'tes. 

Yates  carves  the  turbot,  Lane  the  lamb, 
Sir  George  the  fowls,  Sir  James  the  ham, 

Dunn  with  the  beef  is  busy  ; 
His  helpmate  pats  her  darling  boy. 
And,  to  complete  a  mother's  joy, 

Tom  ^Vhite  sits  next  to  lAzzy. 

All  trot  their  hobbies  round  the  room  ; 
-They  talk  of  routs,  retrenchments,  Hume, 
The  Ikird  who  would  lie  fallow  ; 
The  Turks,  the  Statue  in  the  Park, 
•  Which  both  the  Grants,  at  once  remark, 
Jumjrd  down  from  Mount  Cavallo. 

They  talk  of  dances,  operas,  dress, 
Thev  nod,  they  smile,  they  acquiesce; 

None  ]>()Ut,  all  seem  delighted  : 
Heavens  !  can  this  be  the  self-same  set, 
So  courteously  received  when  met. 

So  taimted  when  invited  ? 
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So  have  I  seen,  at  Drury-lane, 

A  Play  rehearsed, — the  Thespia(n  train 

In  arms,  the  Bard  astounded  ; 
Scenes  cut ;  parts  shifted  ;  songs  displaced  ; 
Jokes  mangled  ;  characters  effaced  ; 

"  Confusion  worse  confounded." 

But  on  the  night,  with  seeming  hearts, 
The  warring  tribe  their  several  parts 

Enact  with  due  decorum  : 
Such  is  the  gulph  that  intervenes 
""Twixt  those  who  get  heh'md  the  scenes. 

And  those  who  sit  before  Vm." 


SEPTEMBER. 

This  has  been,  and  still  is  a  glorious  day  among 
Cockney   Sportsmen,  of  whose  feats  on   this  cele- 
brated morning,  our  readers  will  be  able  to  form 
some  idea,    by   perusing    the  following    diverting 
.Extract  from — 

THE    JOURNAL    OF    A    C0CKNP:Y    SPORTSMAN. 

Monday,  Sept.  1,  9  a.  h.— Took  down  from  back 
attic  my  legacy  gun,  so  called  because  it  came  mine 
under  the  will  of  Sir  Diggory  Drysalt,  my  maternal 
uncle.  Used  by  him,  with  tremendous  effect,  when 
a  grenadier  in  Colonel  Birch's  first  Loyal  London, 
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in  the  battles  of  Shad  Thames  and  Prhnrose-hilJ. 
Thought  it  prudent  to  ascertain  the  dc{)th  of  this 
Gunpowder  Percy  :  chvw  out  the  ramrod  and  tlirust 
it  down  the  barrel ;  felt  a  soft  substance  at  bottom, 
and  trembled  ;  screwed  up  my  courajre  and  the  soft 
substance,  and  found  the  latter  to  ])e  a  dolTs  pin- 
cushion, probably  pushed  in  by  little  Sally.  Bor- 
rowed Bob's  duster  and  ^Molly's  scowering-paper, 
and  rubbed  oft'  the  rust.  Looked  about  for  a  game- 
bag,  and  luckily  alighted  upon  my  uncle's  havre- 
sack,  in  which  I  moreover  found  seventeen  old  car- 
tridges. Put  on  my  shooting-dress,  viz.  my  white 
hat,  my  stone-blue  coat  and  black  velvet  collar,  my 
white  Marcella  waistcoat,  my  India  dimity  under 
ditto,  my  nankeen  trowsers,  and  my  ditto  gaiters, 
not  forgetting  my  military  boots  and; brass  spurs. 
Jammed  down  ramrod  till  it  rang  again,  to  the  great 
terror  of  Mrs.  Swansdown,  of  whom  I  took  leave. 


smsnnir- 


"  Adieu,  adieu,  niv  only  life, 
My  honour  calls  me  from  thee." 

Set  off",  in  high  spirits,  to  meet  Jack  Juniper,  Kit 
Cui-sitor,  and  Tom  Tift'anv,  by  _a})pointment,  at 
half-past  nine,  at  the  Cumberland  Arms,  opposite 
St.  Luke's  Hospital,  in  the  Citv  Boad.  Saw  a 
poll-parrot  at  a  window  in  Carj)enter's  Buildings  ; 
longed  for  a  shot,  but  housemaid  too  sharp.    Terrier 
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puppy  barked  at  a  bedstead  in  Broker"'s  Row ; 
looked  round,  and  found  that  she  had  made  a  point 
at  a  bullfincli — cocked  and  levelled,  but  broker  kept 
walking  to  and  fro.  Arrived  at  place  of  appoint- 
ment Avithout  seeing  any  more  game.  Found  Jack 
Juniper  and  Kit  Cursitor  discussing  a  plate  of 
biscuits  and  a  couple  of  glasses  of  brandy  and 
water.  Waited  twenty  minutes  for  Tom  Tiffany  ; 
Jack,  in  the  mean  while,  to  pass  the  time,  said 
he  would  play  "  Water  parted,"  with  his  finger 
upon  the  end  of  the  rummer;  could  not  catch  the 
tune,  probably  because  it  was  all  in  one  note.  Ex- 
amined our  pieces ;  Kit's  wanted  a  flint,  and  Jack''s 
lock  too  rusty  to  go,  though  he  pulled  till  he  nearly 
sprained  his  fore-finger.  Borrowed  some  oil,  with 
three  wasps  in  it,  of  the  barmaid,  and  got  a  flint 
from  a  bald  paviour  in  the  road.  Hang  the  bell 
to  pay,  when  who  should  turn  up  but  Tom  Tiffany, 
in  high  dudgeon  ;  back  up,  like  the  half-moon  at 
Lower  Ilolloway.  Told  us  his  brother  Sam  had 
walked  off'  with  the  family  fowling-piece  across 
Shoulder  of  Mutton  Fields,  to  slaughter  snipes  in 
Hackney  Brook.  Asked  landlord  if  he  could  lend 
us  a  gun,  but  he  had  nothing  but  a  horse-pistol: — 
Ilobson's  choice,  so  Tom  had  nothing  to  do  but  to 
take  it.  Too  short  to  bring  down  pheasants,  but 
quite  long  enough  to  do  for  the  little  birds. 

10  A.  M. — Marched  up  the  City  lload  singing — 
"  By  dawn  to  the  downs  we  repair." 
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Looked  sliarp  to  the  rlfrlit  and  left,  and  saw  a  hen 
and    two   chickens  pecknifr    under  a  wheel-barrow 
on  the  road-side.     Jack   Juniper   seized  the   three 
dogs  by  the  collar,  that  they  nii^ht  not  run  in  and 
frighten  the  game.     Kit  and  Tom  stole  upon  tiptoe 
to  within  six  yards  of  the  barrow,  when  the  Tally-ho 
Paddington  coach  sent  hen  and  chickens  scampering 
into  a  front  warden  in  Pleasant  Row.     Swore  that 
Tally-ho  should  never  see  another  eighteen -pence  of 
my  money.   Halted  to  rest  oiu'selves  upon  the  bridge 
on  the  Regent^s  Canal.     Looked  over  the  j)ai'apet, 
and  pointed  our  guns  downward  to  nab  the  sea-gulls 
as  they  came  through  the  arch.     Saw  something  red 
steal  out :    took    it   for  a    pheasant,   and    cocked  : 
proved   to  be  a  bargeman''s  cap  :    grounded  arms 
again,  and  saw  him  steer  his  vessel  into  a  sort  of 
water  pound.     Asked  baker's  boy  about   it :   boy 
said    it   was   in   the    loek,    and  that   the  bank    on 
the  other  side  was  the  key.     Threatened  to  shoot 
him  if  he  gave  me  any  more  of  his  sauce.     Kept  an 
eye  on  barge,  and  saw  it  begin  to  sink.     Wondered 
at  the  coolness  of  old  Father  Red-cap,  who  walked 
from  stem  to  stern,  smoking  his  pipe  as  if  nothing 
was  the  matter.     Kit  Curtis  said  they  had  scuttled 
it  on  purpose  to  chouse  the  underwriters,  and  that 
he  had    known    the   captain    of  a  Dutch    schooner 
hanged  for  similar  practices.    Kit  talked  of  advising 
the  underwriters  to  defend  the  action,  and  pay  the 
premium  into  court :  when  lo  and  behold,  the  barge 


238  THE    GOOD-rELLOw''s    CALENDAR. 

took  a  lower  level,  and  slid  off  through  the  farther 
water-gate.  Strolled  on  to  Sadler's  Wells,  and 
halted  at  a  lamp-[)ost  to  read  play-bills.  Betted 
Jack  Juniper  a  shilling  that  he  would  not  hit  the 
words  "  Water  fiend"  at  ten  yards  off:  fired,  and 
lodo-ed  two  shots  in  the  W.  Stood  for  ten  minutes 
lot)king  into  the  New  River,  and  counting  the  straws 
that  floated  down  it,  with  now  and  then  a  child's 
paper-boat  by  way  of  a  change.  Tom  Tiffany 
chucked  a  boy's  hoop-stick  into  the  stream — black 
poodle  jumped  in  after  it,  and  brought  it  out, 
wagging  his  tail — shook  his  coat,  and  splashed  my 
nankeens  : — thought  of  calling  Tom  to  account  for 
it,  but  did  not  like  the  looks  of  his  horse-pistol. 

11  A.  M. — Pushed  our  guns  under  an  old  woman's 
wheel-barrow,  and  started  a  Tom-cat — game  made 
for  Pentonville,  we  following — fired  my  piece,  and 
brougiit  him  down  in  the  chapel-yard — looked  about 
for  churchwarden  to  borrow  kej's — luckily.  Deputy 
Dewlap's  funeral  just  tlien  entered  at  South  gate  ; 
followed  ill  the  wake  of  mourners,  picked  up  cat, 
and  po])ped  him  into  Cursitor's  blue  bag.  Trotted 
on  to  Islington,  swerved  to  the  right,  and  entered 
fields  at  the  back  of  Canonbury-house :  saw  five 
strange-looking  birds  trying  to  hide  themselves  in 
a  glass-case.  All  four  fired  :  Tom's  pistol  flashed 
in  the  pan,  but  the  guns  went  off:  down  went  the 
birds,  and  up  ran  a  tall  fellow  in  a  blue  apron, 
iiwearing  that  we  should  pay  for  shooting  his  stuffed 
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birds.  Found  to  our  surprise  thai  lliey  were  dead 
before  we  came  near  tlieni.  Man  in  blue  apron 
asked  for  our  licence,  but  Lawyer  Kit  gave  it  as 
his  opinion  that  none  was  legally  rc([uisite  to  shoot 
a  dead  bird.  Subscribed  for  a  })urse  of  nine  and 
sixpence  to  (juict  the  proprietor,  and  resolved  to  be 
more  cautious  in  future. 

1  1'.  M. — Turned  down  a  green  lane  on  our  left, 
thinking  that  the  game  on  the  high  road  might  be 
loo  wild.  Drove  a  gander  before  vis,  holding  out 
our  iTuns  in  a  slantinix  direction,  w'hile  Tom  Tif- 
fany,  with  his  horse-pistol,  kept  the  dogs  at  bay. 
Looked  over  our  shoulders,  and,  when  we  found 
ourselves  out  of  view  from  the  road,  fired  a  volley. 
All  missed  :  gander  screamed,  and  was  making  ]iast 
us  l)ack  to  the  highwav,  when,  with  admirable  pre- 
sence of  mind,  I  knocked  him  on  the  head  with  the 
butt-end  of  my  piece.  Gave  him  a  thump  each,  to 
secure  ourselves  of  his  demise,  and  crammed  him 
into  Kit's  blue  bag,  which  he  filled  choke  full,  like 
a  bill  in  Chancery. 

2  P.  M. — Steered  on  towards  Pancras,  wondering 
at  the  romantic  beauties  that  met  us  at  every  turn- 
ing :  caught  a  peep  at  the  Small-pox  Hospital,  and 
longed  for  a  pop  at  a  patient.  Put  up  at  a  couple  of 
gipsies  and  a  donkey  :  recovered  arms  just  in  time: 
had  my  fortune  told,  viz.  that  I  should  stand  upon 
some  boards  that  would  slip  from  under  me  :  walked 
back  to  Kit  for  a  solution  ;  could  neither  make  head 
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nor  tail  of  it :  resolved  to  ask  the  exciseman  at  the 
club:  determined  to  make  a  knot  in  my  handker- 
chief as  a  memorandum,  and  found  gipsies  had  eased 
nie  of  my  yellow  Barcelona.  Walked  back  to  shoot 
them  for  the  larceny,  but  found,  as  Kit  expressed  it, 
the  writ  returned  iion  est  inventus.  Arrived  at 
Holywell  Mount :  read  printed  notice,  "  It  is  law- 
ful to  shoot  rubbish  here  :"  took  the  hint,  iired,  and 
blew  Jerry  Bentham  off  a  book-stall. 

5  P.M. — Dinner  at  the  Adam  and  Eve,  Camden 
Town.  Figeon-pie  at  top,  and  lamb-chops  at 
l)ottom.  Tom  Tiffany  in  the  chair,  and  I  deputy. 
Asked  Tom  for  a  piece  of  the  pie  :  carving-knife 
slipped,  and  in  went  his  fist  through  the  top  crust, 
penetrated  the  pigeon,  and  stuck  in  the  beef-steak 
sod  at  the  base.  "  Now  your  hand's  in.,'''  said  Jack 
Juniper,  "  I'll  thank  you  for  some  of  that  pie." 
Tom  wiped  the  gravy  from  his  wristband,  and  did 
not  .seem  to  relish  the  joke,  but  ail  the  rest  of 
us  laughed  ready  to  kill  ourselves.  Asked  the 
waiter  if  he  bad  any  ginger  beer :  answered  "  Yes, 
Sir,"  and  rushed  out,  returning  instantly  with  a 
«tone  bottle.  Began  to  loosen  wire:  bottle  hissed 
aiid  spit  like  a  roasted  apple  :  all  looked  on  in  awful 
silence  :  at  length  out  bounced  the  cork,  and  hit 
Tom  Tiffany  on  the  bridge  of  his  no.se :  Tom 
cocked  his  pistol  to  return  his  adversary's  fire  ;  but 
the  other  bawling  "  Coming,  Sir,"  bolted  through 
the  door  like  lightning:  poured  out  foaming  liquor 
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in  a  glass,  meaning  to  take  a  delicious  draught,  and 
found  that  I  iiad  swallowed  a  concern  in  which 
vinegar,  brick-dust,  and  soap-suds,  were  the  work- 
ing partners. 

4  P.M. — Prowled  round  the  brick-fields  near  the 
Ncwington-road,  to   start   birds  that  love  a  warm 
climate.     Saw  a  hopping  raven,  with  its  left  wing 
cli})ped :   went  up  within  a  yard  of  it,  and  brought 
it  down  ;  cla})ped  the  black  game  into  my  havre- 
sack,  and  told  a  milk-maid  that  the  brood   came 
over  from  Norway  every  autumn.     Eyed  Deputy 
Firkin's  apple-tree  that  hung  over  the  New  River : 
felt  very  desirous  of  bringing  down  a  leash  of  pip- 
pins, but  saw  a  little  man  in  black  on  the  watch. 
Jack  Juniper  shut  both  his  eyes  and  pulled  his  trig- 
ger :  down  dropped  the  man :  all  took  to  our  heels, 
with  our  heads  full  of  the  new  drop.     At  length, 
says  Lawyer   Kit,  "  Let's  go  back  and  get  him 
an  apothecary  ;  if  he  dies  after  that,  it  will  be  only 
Jelo  tie  sey     Back  we  stole,  in  sad  tribulation,  and 
found,  to  our  great  relief,  that  Jack  had  shot   a 
scarecrow.     Tom   chano-cd   trowsers   with  the   de- 
ceased,  his  own  being  a  little  the  worse  for  wear : 
Canonbury  clock  began  to  toll,  and  we  made  the 
best  of  our  w  ay  towards  "  The  Shepherd  and  Shep- 
herdess, "■    firing  in  the  air  to  take   the  chance   of 
whatever  might  be  flying  that  way.  Saw  a  fine  turkey 
under  a  Avicker  enclosure  ;  rammed  down  cartridge  : 
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presented,  and  pulled  trigger :  no  effects :  remem- 
bered Gargle''s  prescription  as  to  pills — 

"  If  one  won't  do, 
Why  then  take  two  :" 

and  rammed  down  another  cartridge ;  still  no  ef- 
fects :  ditto  with  four  more :  at  last  bang  off  went 
my  musquet :  thought  there  was  an  end  of  the 
world:  fell  senseless  upon  my  back,  and  when  I 
opened  my  eyes,  found  Tom  Tiffany  smacking  my 
palms  with  an  old  shoe,  taken  from  an  adjoining 
dust-heap,  and  Jack  Juniper  pouring  water  into  my 
mouth  taken  from  an  adjoining  ditch. 

5  p.  M. — Felt  much  soreness  about  my  left 
shoulder,  and  determined  to  poach  no  more  upon 
Finsbury  Manor.  Climbed  up  an  Islington  coach; 
took  a  s^at  upon  the  box,  and  put  my  fire-arms 
between  my  legs,  and  my  ])ag  in  the  boot.  De- 
scended at  the  back  of  the  'Change,  crossed  into 
Lombard-street ;  and  having  arrived  safe  and  sound 
in  Rush-lane,  gave  Molly  the  game  to  dress  for 
supper,  and  walked  up  stairs  to  drink  a  comfort- 
able dish  of  tea  with  Mrs.  Swansdown. 

2nrf— 1821. 

A  Notice  of  the  above  date  was  posted  up,  by 
order  of  Lord  Camden,  in  the  County  of  Kent ;  the 
following  is  a  copy : — 
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"  Notice  is  hereby  given,  that  the  Marquis  of 
Camden  (on  accoiuit  of  the  backwardness  of  the 
harvest)  will  not  shoot  liimself^  nor  any  qf  his 
tenants,  till  the  14th  of  September." 

(jth—\im. 

The  commencement  of  Shakspeare's  Jubilee,  at 
Stratford-upon-Avon,  of  which  Fcote  gave  the  fol- 
lowing ludicrous  description : — 

"  A  Jubilee,  (saith  he)  as  it  hath  lately  appeared, 
is  a  public  invitation,  circulated  and  urged  by  puflP. 
ing,  to  go  post  without  horses,  to  an  obscure  borough 
without  i-epresentatives,  governed  by  a  mayor  and 
aldermen  who  are  no  magistrates,  to  celebrate  a 
irreat  Poet  whose  own  works  have  made  him  im- 
mortal — by  an  Ode  without  poetry,  music  without 
melody,  dinners  without  victuals,  and  lodgings  with- 
out beds ;  a  masquerade  where  half  the  people  are 
without  masks,  a  horse  race  knee-deep  in  water,  fire- 
works that  stubbornly  refuse  to  emit  a  spark,  and  a 
gingerbread  amphitheatre  that  tumbles  to  pieces, 
like  a  house  of  cards,  as  soon  as  it  is  finished." 

8<A— 1825. 

An  exquisite  morceau  of  pure,  unadulterated 
trash,  performed,  for  the  first  time,  at  the  Lyceum 
Theatre,  under  the  imposing  title  of — "  The  Stout 
Gentleman-""    As  the  story  (which  suggested  the 
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idea)  is  a  real  Gem  in  xhe Jacet'ious  Cabinet,  v/e  pre- 
sent it  to  the  reader,  witliout  furtlier  preamble  : — 

THE  STOUT  GENTLEMAN. 

It  was  a  rainy  Sunday,  in  the  gloomy  month  of 
November.     I  had  been  detained,  in  the  course  of 
a  journey,  by  a  slight   indisposition,  from   which 
I  was  recovering ;  but  I  was  still  feverish,  and  was 
obliged  to  keep  within  doors  all  day,  in  an  Inn  of 
the  small  town  of  Derby.   A  wet  Sunday  in  a  country 
Inn ; — whoever  has  had  the  luck  to  experience  one, 
can  alone  judge  of  my  situation.     The  rain   pat- 
tered against   the   casements;   the  bells  tolled  for 
church  with  a  melancholy  sound.     I    went  to    the 
windows,  in  quest  of  something  to  amuse  the  eye  ; 
but  it  seemed  as  if  I  had  been  placed  completely 
out  of  the  reach  of  all  amusement.     The  windows 
of  my  bed-room  looked  out  among  tiled  roofs  and 
stacks  of  chimneys,  while  those  of  my  sitting-room 
commanded  a  full  view  of  the  stuble-yard.     I  know 
of  nothing  more  calculated  to  make  a  man  sick  of 
this  world  than  a  stable-yard  on  a  rainy  day.     The 
place  was  littered  with  straw  that  had  been  kicked 
about  by  travellers  and  stable-boys.     In  one  corner 
was     a    stagnant    pool     of    water,     surrounding 
an    island    of    mucJc ;    there    were    several    half- 
drowned  fowls,    crowded    together  under   a   cart, 
amonji   which   was   a   miserable   crest-fallen   cock, 
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drenched  out   of  all  life  and  spirit ;  his  drooping 
tail  malted,  as  it  were,  into  a  single  feather,  along 
wiiich  the  water  trickled  from  his  back ;  near  the 
cart,  was  a  half-dozing  cow,  chewing  the  cud,  and 
standing  patiently  to  be  i-ained  on,  with  wreaths  of 
va})our  rising  from  her  reeking  hide ;  a  wall-eyed 
horse,    tired  of   the   loneliness   of  the  stable,  was 
poking  his  spectral  head  out  of  a  window,  w  ith  the 
rain  dripping  on  it  from  the  eaves ;  an  unhappy  cur, 
chained  to  a  dog-house  hard  by,  uttered  something 
every  now  and  then  between  a  bark  and  a  yelp ;  a 
drab  of  a  kitchen-wench  tramped   backv.ards  and 
forwards  through  the  yard  in  pattens,  looking  as 
sulky  as  the   weather  itself;  every  thing,  in  short, 
was  comfortless   and  forlorn,  excepting  a  crew  of 
hard-drinking   ducks,    assembled    like   boon   com- 
panions round  a  puddle,  and  making  a  riotous  noise 
over  their  liquor. 

I  was  lonely  and  listless,  and  wanted  anuisement. 
My  room  soon  became  insupportable.     I  abandoned 
it,  and  sought  what  is  technically  called  "  The  Tra- 
vellers"" Room."    This  is  a  public  Room,  set  apart  at 
most  Inns  for  the  accommodation  of  a  class  of  way- 
farers, called  "  Travellers,"  or  "  Riders ;"  a  kind  of 
commercial  knights-errant,  who  are  incessantly  scour- 
ing the  kingdom  in  gigs,  on  horseback,  or  by  coach- 
They  are  the  only  successors,  that  I  know  of  at  the 
present  day,  to  the  knights-errant  of  yore.     They 
lead  the  same  kind  of  roving  adventurous  life,  only 
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clianging  the  lance  for  a  driving-whip,  the  buckler 
for  a  pattern-card,  and  the  coat  of  mail  for  an  upper 
Benjamin.  Instead  of  vindicating  the  charms  of 
peerless  beauty,  they  rove  about,  spreading  the  fame 
and  standing  of  some  substantial  tradesman  or  ma- 
nufacturer, and  are  ready  at  any  time  to  bargain 
in  his  name ;  it  being  the  fashion,  now-a-days,  to 
trade,  instead  of  fight  with  one  another.  As  the 
room  of  the  Hostel,  in  the  good  old  fighting  times, 
would  be  hung  round  at  night  with  the  armour  of 
way-worn  warriors,  such  as  coats  of  mail,  falchions, 
and  yawning  helmets ;  so  "  The  Travellers'  Room"  is 
garnished  with  the  liarnessing  of  their  successors, — 
with  box-coats,  whips  of  all  kinds,  spurs,  gaiters, 
and  oil-cloth  covered  hats. 

I  was  in  hopes  of  finding  some  of  these  worthies 
to  talk  Avith,  but  was  disappointed.  There  were, 
indeed,  two  or  three  in  the  room  ;  but  I  could  make 
nothing  of  them.  One  was  just  finishing  his  break- 
fast, quarrelling  with  his  bread  and  butter,  and 
huffing  the  waiter;  another  buttoned  on  a  pair  of 
gaiters,  with  many  execrations  at  Boots  for  not 
having  cleaned  his  shoes  well ;  a  third  sat  drumming 
on  the  table  with  his  fingers,  and  looking  at  the 
rain  as  it  streamed  down  the  v>'indow-glass  :  they 
all  appeared  infected  by  the  weather,  and  disap- 
peared one  after  the  other,  without  exchanging  a 
word. 

I  sauntered  to  the  window,  and  stood  gazing  at 
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the  people,  picking  their  way  to  church,  with  petti- 
coats hoisted  mid-leg  high,  and  dripping  umbrellas. 
The  bell  ceased  to  toll,  and  the  streets  became  silent. 
I  then  amused  myself  with  watching  the  daughters 
of  a  tradesman  opposite,  who  being  confined  to 
the  house  for  fear  of  wetting  their  Sunday  finery, 
played  off  their  charms  at  the  front  windows,  to  fas- 
cinate the  chance  tenants  of  the  Inn.  They,  at 
length,  were  summoned  away  by  a  vigilant  vinegar- 
faced  mother,  and  I  had  nothing  further  from  with- 
out to  amuse  me. 

What  was  I  to  do,  to  pass  away  the  long-lived 
day  ?  I  was  sadly  nervous  and  lonely ;  and  every 
thino-  about  an  inn  seems  calculated  to  make  a  dull 
day  ten  times  duller.  Old  newspapers,  smelling  of 
beer  and  tobacco-smoke,  and  which  I  had  already 
read  half  a  dozen  times ;  good  for  nothing  books, 
that  were  worse  than  rainy  weather.  I  bored  myself 
to  death  with  an  old  volume  of  the  Lady''s  Maga- 
zine. I  read  all  the  common-place  names  of  ambi- 
tious travellers,  scrawled  on  the  panes  of  glass ;  the 
eternal  families  of  the  Smiths,  and  the  Browns,  and 
the  Jacksons,  and  the  Johnsons,  and  all  the  other 
sons ;  and  I  deciphered  several  scraps  of  fatiguing 
inn-window  poetry,  which  I  have  met  with  in  all 
parts  of  the  world. 

The  day  continued  lowering  and  gloomy  ;  the 
slovenly,  ragged,  spongy  clouds,  drifted  heavily 
along ;  there  was  no  variety,  even  in  the  rain ;  it  was 
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a  dull,  continued,  monotonous  patter,  patter,  pater; 
excepting,  now  and  then,  I  was  enlivened  by  the 
idea  of  a  brisk  shower,  from  the  rattling  of  the  drops 
upon  a  passing  umbrella. 

It  was  quite  refreshing  (if  I  may  be  allowed  a 
hackneyed  phrase  of  the  day),  when,  in  tlie  course 
of  the  morning,  a  horn  blew,  and  a  stage-coach 
whirled  through  the  street,  with  outside  passengers 
stuck  all  over  it,  cowering  under  cotton  umbrellas, 
and  seethed  together,  and  reeking  with  the  steams  of 
wet  box-coats  and  upper  Benjamm/f. 

The  sound  brought  out  from  their  lurking-places 
a  crew  of  vagabond  boys,  and  vagabond  dogs,  and 
the  carrotty-headed  ostler,  and  that  non-descript 
animal,  yclept  Boots,  and  all  the  other  vagabond 
race  that  infest  the  purlieus  of  an  Inn  ;  but  the 
bustle  was  transient ;  the  coach  again  whirled  on  its 
way,  and  boy  and  dog,  and  ostler  and  13oots,  all 
slunk  back  to  their  holes;  the  street  again  be- 
came silent,  and  the  rain  continued  to  rain  on.  In 
fact,  there  was  no  hope  of  its  clearing  up  :  the  baro- 
meter pointed  to  rainy  weather  ;  mine  hostess's  tor- 
toise-shell cat  sat  by  the  fire,  washing  her  face,  and 
rubbing  her  paws  over  her  ears  ;  and  on  referring 
to  the  Almanack,  I  found  a  direful  prediction 
•stretching  from  the  top  of  the  page  to  the  bottom, 
through  the  whole  month,  "  Expect— much — rain — 
about — this — time." 

I  was    dreadfully  hip})ed.     The    hours    seemed 
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as  if  they  would  never  creep  by.  The  very  tickiug 
of  the  clock  became  irksome.  At  length  the  still- 
ness of  the  house  was  interrupted  by  tlie  ringing  of 
a  bell.  Shortly  after,  I  heard  the  voice  of  a 
waiter  at  the  bar,  "  The  Stout  Gentleman,  in  No.  13, 
wants  his  breakfast.  Tea,  and  bread  and  butter, 
with  ham  and  eggs ;  the  eggs  not  to  be  too  much 
done."  In  such  a  situation  as  mine,  every  incident 
was  of  importance.  Here  was  a  subject  of  specula- 
tion presented  to  my  mind ;  and  ample  exercise  for 
my  imagination.  I  am  prone  to  paint  pictures  to 
myself;  and  on  this  occasion  I  had  some  materials 
to  work  upon.  Had  the  guest  up-stairs  been  men- 
tioned as  Mr.  Smith,  or  Mr.  Brown,  or  Mr.  Jackson, 
or  merely  as  "  The  Gentleman  in  No.  IS,"  it  would 
have  been  a  perfect  blank  to  me ;  I  should  have 
thouglit  nothing  of  it ;  but  "The  Stout  Gentleman!" 
the  very  name  had  something  in  it  of  the  jnctu- 
resque.  It  at  once  gave  the  size ;  it  embodied  the 
personage  to  my  mind''s  eye ;  and  my  fancy  did  the 
rest 

He  was  stout ;  or,  as  some  term  it,  lusty ;  in  all 
probability,  therefore,  he  was  advanced  in  life,  some 
people  expanding  as  they  grow  old.  By  his  break- 
fastinff  rather  late,  and  in  his  own  room,  he  must  be 
a  man  accustomed  to  live  at  his  ease,  and  above  the 
necessity  of  early  rising ;  no  doubt,  a  round,  rosy, 
lusty  old  Gentleman. 

There  was  another  violent  ringing.     The  Stout 
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Gentleman  was  impatient  for  his  breakfast.  He  was 
evidently  a  man  of  importance  ;  "  well  to  do  in  the 
world  ;"  accustomed  to  be  promptly  waited  upon  ; 
of  a  keen  appetite,  and  a  little  cross  when  hungry. 
"  Perhaps,"  thought  I,  "  he  may  be  some  London 
Alderman ;  or,  who  knows  but  he  may  be  a  Mem- 
ber of  Parliament !" 

The  breakfast  was  sent    up,  and    there  was  a 
short  interval  of  silence ;  he  was  doubtless  making 
the  tea.     Presently,  there  was  a  violent  ringing ; 
and,  before  it  could  be  answered,  another  ringing, 
still  more  violent.    "  Bless  me  !   what  a  choleric  old 
Gentleman  I"  The  waiter  came  down  in  a  huff.    The 
butter  was  rancid ;  the  eggs  were  overdone ;  the  ham 
was  too  salt; — the  Stout  Gentleman  was  evidently 
nice  in  his  eating;  one  of  those  who  eat  and  growl, 
and  keep  the  waiter  on  the  trot ;  and  live  in  a  state 
mil'itant  with  the  household.     The  Hostess  got  into 
a  fume.     I    should  observe,  that  she  was   a  brisk 
coquettish  woman ;  a  little  of  a  shrew,  and  some- 
thing slammerkin,  l)ut  very  pretty  withal ;  with  a 
nincompoop  for  a   liiisband,   as   shrews  are  apt  to 
have.    She  rated  the  servants  roundly  for  their  neg- 
ligence in  sending  up  so  bad  a  breakfast,  but  said 
not  a  word  against  the  Stout  Gentleman  ;  by  which 
I  clearly  perceived,  that  he  must  be  a  man  of  conse- 
quence, entitled  to  make  a  noise,  and  to  give  trouble 
at  a  country  Iim.     Other  eggs  and  ham,  and  bread 
and   butter,  were  sent  u]).     They  appeared  to  be 
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more  graciously  r-eccived ;  at  least,  there  was  no  fur- 
ther complaint.  I  had  not  made  many  turns  about 
"  The  Travellers''  Room,"'"'  when  there  was  another 
I'inging.  Shortly  afterwai*ds,  there  was  a  stir  and 
an  inquest  about  the  house.  The  Stout  Gentleman 
wanted  "  The  Times,''  or  "  Chronicle"  newspaper. 
I  set  him  down,  therefore,  for  a  "Whig ;  or  ratlier, 
from  his  being  so  absolute  and  lordly  where  he  had 
a  chance,  I  suspected  him  of  being  a  radical.  Hunt,  I 
had  heard,  was  a  large  man ;  "  who  knows,"  thought 
I,  "  but  it  is  Hunt  himself."" 

My  curiosity  began  to  be  awakened.  I  in- 
(juired  of  the  waiter,  who  was  this  Stout  Gentleman 
that  was  making  all  this  stir ;  but  I  could  get  no 
information.  Nobody  seemed  to  know  his  name. 
The  Landlords  of  bustling  Inns  seldom  trouble  their 
heads  about  the  names  or  occupations  of  their  tran- 
sient guests.  The  colour  of  a  coat,  the  shape  or 
size  of  the  person,  is  enough  to  suggest  a  travelling 
name.  It  is  either  the  Tall  Gentleman,  or  the  Short 
Gentleman,  or  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  or  the 
Gentleman  in  Snuff-colour ;  or,  as  in  the  present 
instance,  tiie  Stout  Gentleman ;  a  designation  of  the 
kind,  once  hit  on,  answers  every  purpose,  and  saves 
all  further  inquiry.  Rain — rain — rain  !  pitiless, 
ceaseless  rain  !  No  such  thing  as  putting  a  foot  out 
of  doors,  and  no  occupation  or  anuisement  within. 
By-and-bye,  I  heard  some  one  walking  over-head. 
It  was  in  the  Stout  Gentleman's  room.     He  evi- 
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dcntly  was  a  large  man,  by  the  heaviness  of  his 
tread ;  and  an  old  man,  from  his  wearing  such 
creaking  soles,  "  Heis,doubtless,"  thoughtl,  "some 
rich  old  square-toes  of  regular  habits,  and  is  now 
taking  exercise  after  breakfast." 

I   had  to  go   to  work  at  this  picture  again,  and 
to  paint  him  entirely  different.     I  now  set  him  down 
for  one  of  those  stout  gentlemen  that  are  frequently 
met  with,  swaggering  about  the  doors  of  country 
inns.     Moist,   merry  fellows,   in   Belcher  handker- 
chiefs, whose  bulk  is  a  little  assisted  by  rnalt  liquors. 
Men  who  have  seen  the  world,  and  been  sworn  at 
Highgate;   who  are  used   to  tavern-life;  up  to  all 
the  tricks  of  tapsters,  and  knowing  in  the  ways  of 
sinful  publicans.     Free  livers  on  a  small  scale,  who 
ai-e  prodigal   within  the  compass  of  a  guinea;   who 
cidl    all    the    waiters   by    name,    tousle  the   maids, 
gossip  with  the  landlady  at  the  bar,  and  prose  over 
a  pint  of  port,  or  a  glass  of  negus,  after  dinner. 
The   morning  wore    away   in    forming  these    and 
similar  surmises.     As   fast    as  I  wove  one  system 
of  belief,  some  movement  of  the   unknown  would 
completely  overturn  it,  and  throw  all  my  thoughts 
again  into  confusion.     Such  are  the  solitary  opera- 
tions of  a  feverish  mind.     I  was,   as  I   have  said, 
extremely  nervous ;    and  the    continual  meditation 
on  the  concerns  of  this  invisible  personage,  began  to 
have  its  effect.     I  was  getting  a  fit  of  the  fidgets. 
Dinner-time  came.     I  hoped  the  Stout  Gentleman 
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might  dine  in  "  The  Travellers'  Room,"  and  that  I 
mio-ht,  at  length,  get  a  view  of   his   person  ;  but 
no,  he  had  dinner  served  in  his  own  room.     What 
could  be  the  meaning  of  this  solitude  and  mystery? 
He  could  not  be  a  radical ;  there  was  something  too 
aristocratical  in  thus  keeping  himself  apart  from  the 
rest  of  the  world,  and  condemning  himself  to  his 
own  di-dl  company  throughout  a  rainy  day.     And 
then,  too,  he  lived  too  well  for  a  discontented  poh- 
tician.     He    seemed   to  expatiate   on   a  variety  of 
dishes,   and  to  sit  over  his  wine,  like  a  jolly  friend 
of  good  living.     Indeed,   my   doidjts  on  this  head 
were  soon  at  an  end;  for  he  could  not  liave  finished 
his   first    bottle,    before   I    could   faintl}'  hear    him 
humming  a  tune;  and,  on  listening,   I   found   it  to 
be  "  God  save  the  King."     'Twas  plain,  then,  he 
was   no  radical,  but  a  faithful  subject ;    one  that 
grew  loyal  over  his  bottle  ;  and  was  ready  to  stand 
by  King  and  Constitution,  when  he  could  stand  by 
nothing  else.     13ut  who  could  he   be  !   'My  conjec- 
tures began  to  run  wild.   Was  he  not  some  personage 
of  distinction,  travelling  incog.?    "  Who  knows!" 
said  I,   at  my  wit's  end ;   "  it  may  be  one  of  the 
Royal  Family,  for  aught  I  know,  for  they  are  all 
stout  gentlemen.""     The  weather  continued  rainy. 
The  mysterious  unknown  kept  his  room  ;  and,  as 
far  as  I  could  judge,  his  chair,  for  I  did  not  hear 
him  move.     In  the  mean  time,  as  the  day  advanced, 
"  The  Travellers'  Room''  began  to  be  frequented. 
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Some,  who  had  just  arrived,  came  in,  buttoned  up 
in  box-coats  ;  others  came  home,  who  had  been 
dispersed  about  the  town.  Some  took  their  dinners, 
and  some  their  tea.  Had  I  been  in  a  different 
mood,  I  should  have  found  entertainment  in  study- 
ing this  peculiar  class  of  men.  There  were  two, 
especially,  who  were  regular  wags  of  the  road,  and 
up  to  all  the  standing  jokes  of  travellers.  They 
had  a  thousand  sly  things  to  say  to  the  waiting-maid, 
whom  they  called  Louisa  and  Ethelinda,  and  a 
dozen  other  fine  names  ;  changing  the  name  every 
time,  and  chuckling  amazingly  at  their  own  waggery. 
My  mind,  however,  had  become  completely  engrossed 
by  the  Stout  Gentleman.  He  had  kept  my  fancy  in 
chase  during  a  long  day,  and  it  was  not  now  to  be 
diverted  from  the  scent. 

The  evening  gradually  wore  away,  the  Travellers 
read  the  papers  two  or  three  times  over ;  some  drew 
round  the  fire,  and  told  long  stories  about  their 
horses,  about  their  adventures,  their  overturns,  and 
breakings  down.  They  discussed  the  credits  of  dif- 
ferent Merchants,  and  different  Inns ;  and  the  two 
wags  told  several  choice  anecdotes  of  pretty  cham- 
bermaids and  landladies.  All  this  passed  as  they 
were  quietly  taking  what  they  called  their  "  night- 
caps ;■"  that  is  to  say,  strong  glasses  of  brandy  and 
water  and  sugar,  or  some  other  mixture  of  the 
kind;  after  which,  they,  one  after  another,  rung 
for  Boots  and  the  chambermaid,  and  walked  off  to 


SEPTEMBER.  255 

l)ed  in  old  shoes,  cut  down  into  marvellously  unconi- 
fortcible  slippers.  There  was  only  one  man  left  :  a 
short-legged,  long-bodied,  plethoric  fellow,  with 
a  very  large  sandy  head.  He  sat  by  himself,  with  a 
glass  of  port-wine  negus,  and  a  spoon  ;  sipping, 
and  stirring,  and  meditating,  and  sipping,  until 
nodiing  was  left  but  the  spoon.  He  gradually  fell 
asleep,  but  upright  in  his  chair,  with  the  empty 
glass  standing  before  him ;  and  the  candle  seemed 
to  fall  asleep  too,  for  the  wick  grew  long  and  black, 
and  cabbaged  at  the  end,  and  dimmed  the  little 
light  that  remained  in  the  chamber.  The  gloom 
that  now  prevailed  was  contagious,  .\round  hung 
the  shapeless  and  almost  spectral  box-coats  'of  de- 
])arted  Travellers,  long  since  buried  in  deep  sleep. 
I  only  heard  the  ticking  of  the  clock,  with  the 
deep-drawn  breathings  of  the  sleeping  toper,  and 
the  clripi^ngs  of  the  rain, — drop — drop — drop, — 
from  the  eaves  of  the  house.  The  church-bells 
chimed  midnight.  All  at  once,  the  Stout  Gentle- 
man began  to  walk  over-head,  pacing  slowly  back- 
wards and  forwards.  There  was  something  ex- 
tremely awful  in  all  this,  especially  to  one  in  my  state 
of  nerves.  These  ghastly  great-coats,  these  guttural 
breathings,  and  the  creaking  footsteps  of  this  mys- 
terious being.  His  steps  grew  fainter  and  fainter, 
and  at  length,  died  away.  I  could  bear  it  no 
longer ;    I  was   wound  up   to  the  desperation  of  a 
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Iiero  of  romance.  "  Be  he  who,  or  what  he  may,"' 
said  I  to  myself,  "  I'll  have  a  sight  of  him  !"  I  seized 
a  chamher  candle,  and  hurried  up  to  No.  13.  Thi' 
door  stood  ajar.  I  hesitated— I  entered.  The  room 
was  deserted.  There  stood  a  large  broad-bottomed 
elbow-chair  at  a  table,  on  which  was  an  empty  tum- 
bler, and  a  "  Times'"'  newspaper  ;  and  the  room  smelt 
powerfully  of  Stilton  cheese.  The  mysterious  stranger 
had  evidently  but  just  retired.  I  turned  off',  sorely 
disappcinted,  to  my  room,  which  had  been  changed  to 
the  front  of  the  house.  As  I  went  along  the  cor- 
ridor, I  saw  a  large  pair  of  boots,  with  dirty  waxed 
tops,  standing  at  the  door  of  a  bed-chamber.  They 
doubtless  belonged  to  the  unknown  ;  but  it  would 
not  do  to  disturb  so  redoubtable  a  personage  in  his 
den.  lie  might  discharge  a  pistol,  or  something 
worse,  at  my  head.  I  went  to  bed,  therefore,  and 
lay  awake  half  the  night,  in  a  terribly  nervous  state ; 
and,  even  when  I  fell  asleep,  I  was  still  haunted  in 
my  dreams  by  the  idea  of  the  Stout  Gentleman,  and 
his  wax-topped  boots. 

I  slept  rather  late  the  next  morning,  and  was 
awakened  by  some  stir  or  bustle  in  the  house,  which 
I  could  not  at  first  comprehend;  until,  getting 
more  awake,  I  found  there  was  a  mail-coach  starting 
from  the  door.  Suddenly  there  was  a  cry  from 
below, — "  The  Gentleman  has  forgot  his  umbrella ! 
Look  for  the  Gentleman's  umbrella  in  No.  13  !'"'     I 
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heard  an  immediate  scamperin<T  of  a  chamber-maid 
along  the  passage,  and  a  slirill  re[)ly,  as  she  ran, — 
*'  Here  it  is  !  here"'s  the  Gentleman''s  umbrella  r 

The  mysterious  stranger  was  tiien  on  the  point 
of  setting  off.  This  was  the  only  chance  I  could 
ever  have  of  knowing  him.  I  sprang  out  of  bed  ; 
scrambled  to  the  window ;  snatched  aside  the  cur- 
tains ;  and  just  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  rear  of  a 
person  getting  in  at  the  coach-door.  The  skirts  of 
a  brown  coat,  ]iarted  behind,  and  gave  me  a  fuU 
view  of  the  broad  disk  of  a  pair  of  drab  breeches. 
The  d(X)r  closed. — "  All  right !""  was  the  wH)rd, — the 
coach  ^\  hirk'd  off, — and  that  was  all  I  ever  saw  of 
the  Stout  Gentleman  ! 

12M— LSOG. 

LoBD  Chancet.t.or  Thl'klow  died. 

When  Lord  Thurlow  was  at  the  bar,  his  clerk 
was  one  day  reading  to  him  a  legal  instrument ;  and 
when  he  came  to  the  part,  "  /  do  devise  all  that 
jurm  to,''''  &c.  &c.  he  was  seized  with  so  violent  a 
fit  of  coughing,  that  he  could  not  proceed  :  on  which 
the  testy  lawyer  exclaimed,  ""  Read  on,  rcitk  a  curse 
to  you — your  heirs  and  the'ii'  heirs  for  ever." 

Mr.  Tierney  once  observed  of  this  noble  and 
learned  lord,  who  was  much  given  to  swearing  and 
parsimony,  that  he  was  a  rigid  disciplinarian  in  his 
religion,  for  that  in   his  house  it  w-as  passion  -iccch 
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in  the  parlcicr,  and  lent  in  the  kitchen,  all  the  year 
round. 

When  Lord  Thurlow  was  Chancellor,  his  mace- 
bearer,  who  had  attended  him  to  the  Court  and  the 
House  of  Lords  for  years,  in  awful  silence,  thinking 
one  day  that  he  saw  something  like  a  smile  upon  his 
face,  ventured  to  simper  out,  "  My  Lord,  this  is  a 
fine  day." — "  D — n  you  and  the  day  too,"  thun- 
dered out  his  lordship. 

23rd— 1825. 

RicHAUD  Martin,  Esq.  M.P.  the  steady  friend 
of  all  hrolcen-winded  Jackasses,  gave  Mr.  Clement, 
the  wholesale  newsmonger,  the  benefit,  of  what  is 
technically  termed  "  A  shew  uf  before  the  Magis-' 
tracy  of  Bow-street.  The  following  "  Ode,"  ad- 
dressed to  this  "  worthy""  of  "  the  Sister  Isle,""  will 
amuse,  we  think,  all  who  peruse  it : — 

How  many  sing  of  wars, 

Of  Greek  and  Trojan  jars — 

The  butcheries  of  men  ! 
The  Muse  hath  a  "  Perpetual  Ruby  Pen !" 
Dabbling  with  heroes  and  the  blood  they  spill ; 

But  no  one  sings  the  man 

That,  like  a  pelican, 
Nourishes  Pity  with  his  t^ender  Bill ! 
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Thou  Wilbcrforce  of  hacks  ! 

Of  whites  as  well  as  blacks, 

Pyebald  and  dapple  gray, 
Chesnut  and  bay — 
No  poet's  eulogy  thy  name  adorns ! 

But  oxen,  from  the  fens, 

Sheep — in  their  pens, 
I'raise  thee,  and  red  cows  with  their  winding  horns  I 
Thou  art  sung  on  brutal  pipes  ! 

Drovers  may  curse  thee. 

Knackers  asperse  thee. 
And  sly  M.P.'s  bestow  their  cruel  wipes  ; 

But  the  old  horse  neighs  thee. 

And  zebras  praise  thee. 
Asses,  I  mean — that  have  as  many  stripes ! 

Hast  thou  not  taught  the  Drover  to  forbear. 

In  Smithfiekrs  muddy,  mui-derous,  vile  environ, — 

Staying  his  lifted  bludgeon  in  the  air  ! 

Bullocks  don't  wear 

Oxide  of  iron  ! 
The  cruel  Jarvey  thou  hast  summonVl  oft, 
Enforcing  mercy  on  the  coarse  Yahoo, 
That  thouoht  his  horse  the  courser  of  the  two — 

Whilst  Swift  smiled  down  aloft ! — 
O  worthy  pair  !  for  this,  when  ye  inhabit 
Bodies  of  birds — (if  so  the  spirit  shifts 
From  flesli  to  feather) — when  the  clown  uplifts 
His  hands  against  the  sparrow's  nest  to  grab  it, — 
He  sliall  not  harm  the  Martins  and  the  Srcifts  .' 
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All  !  when  Dean  Swift  was  qnicJc,  how  he  enhanced 
The  horse ! — and  humbled  biped  man  hke  Plato  ! 
But  now  he's  dead,  the  charger  is  mischanced — 
Gone  backwards  in  the  world — and  not  advanced, — 

Remember  Cato  ! 
Swift  was  the  horse's  champion — not  the  King's, 

Whom  Southey  sings, 
Mounted  on  Pegasus — would  he  were  thrown  ! 
He'll  wear  that  ancient  hackney  to  the  bone, 
Like  a  mere  clothes-horse  airing  royal  things  ! 
Ah  well-a-  day  !  the  ancients  did  not  use 
Their  steeds  so  cruelly  !~let  it  debar  men 
From  wanton  rowelling  and  whip's  abuse — 
Look  at  the  ancients'  Muse  ! 

Look  at  their  Carmen  / 


O,  Martin  !  how  thine  eye — 
That  one  would  think  had  put  aside  his  lashes, — 
That  can't  bear  gashes 
Thro'  any  horse's  side,  must  ache  to  spy 
That  horrid  window  fronting  Fetter-lane, — 
For  there's  a  nag  the  crows  have  pick'd  for  victual, 
Or  some  man  painted  in  a  bloody  vein — 
Gods  !  is  there  no  Horse-spital  ? 
That  such  raw  shows  must  sicken  the  humane  ! 
Sure  Mr.  Whittle 
Loves  thee  but  little, 
To  let  that  poor  horse  linger  in  his  pane  ! 
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O  build  a  Brookcs's  Theatre  for  liorses  ! 
()  wipe  away  the  national  reproach — 

And  find  a  decent  Vulture  for  their  corses ! 
And  in  thy  funeral  track 
Four  sorry  steeds  shall  follow  in  each  coach  ! 

Steeds  that  confess  "  the  luxury  of  rco /'" 
True  mourning  steeds,  in  no  extempore  black, 

And  many  a  wretched  hack 
Shall  sorrow  for  thee, — sore  with  kick  and  blow 
And  bloody  gash  — it  is  the  Indian  knack — 
(Save  that  the  savage  is  his  own  tormentor) — 
Banting  shall  w^eep  too  in  his  sable  scarf — 
Tlx>  biped  woe  the  quadruped  shall  enter, 
And  j\Ian  and  Horse  go  lialf  and  half, 
As  if  their  griefs  met  in  a  common  CciUcivr ! 


24</i— 1822. 

On  this  morning,  one  Thomas  Jones,  a  Painter, 
at  Cacrlon  in  "Wales,  being  heartily  tired  of  his 
wife,  he  very  properly  sold  her  for  the  desirable  sum 
of  three  pence ;  and  being  a  young  man  possessed  of 
singular  liberality  in  all  his  pecuniary  transactions, 
he  made  a  proviso  with  the  purchaser,  that  if  she 
did  not  please,  after  three  days'  trial,  she  was  to  be 
returned,  and  the  purchase-money  was  to  be  divided 
lx)twecn  the  parties.  This  cannot  be  too  much 
commended. 
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g92!/i_1823. 

"  The  Times"  of  this  date  states  the  publication 
in  Noi'wich  of  a  very  curious  pamphlet,  containing 
the  case  of  ^Mary  Humphrey. — The  following  is  a 
transcript  of  its  title  : — 

"  A  Letter  to  Thos.  Wm.  Coke,  Esq.  M.P. 
showing  the  distress  and  misery  which  liave  been 
brought  upon  James  Humphrey,  Mary  his  wife, 
and  their  five  children,  by  the  unjust  treatment  they 
liave  experienced  from  Thomas  William  Coke, 
Esq.  and  Lady  Ann  Coke,  of  Holkham,  in  the 
County  of  Norfolk  ;  by  which  James  Humphrey  is 
incarcerated  in  prison,  and  his  wife  and  children  are 
brought  to  a  state  of  ruin.  By  Mary  Humphrc}'. 
Norwich  ;  printed  by  R.  Walker,  near  the  Duke's 
Palace,  and  may  be  had  of  all  Booksellers  in  the 
County  of  Norfolk.'' 

From  this  elaborate  preamble  of  injury  and 
sufTering,  the  reader  would  hardly  guess  that  the 
complaint  arose  out  of  the  disappointment  of  a 
Nurse,  who  expected  to  have  had  tlie  care  of  the 
infant  of  a  Lady  of  quality,  and  of  course  all  the 
penjuisites  of  such  an  office.  The  Lady  changed  her 
mind,  gave  the  woman  twenty  guineas,  and  she 
replied  by  her  "■  tale  of  ruin" — the  husband,  it 
would  seem  by  her  account,  being  thrown  into 
prison  for  debts  she  had  incurred  in  preparations  for 
her  new  place.  The  bill  of  wrongs  that  she  submits, 
in  the  shape  of  an  account,  resembles  the  schedule 
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of  advantages  which  was  now  and  then  tendered  to 
the  new-street  commissioners,  in  their  bargains  with 
liouseholders,  whose  ground  was  wanted  for  the 
pubhc  improvement.  It  is  a  capital  specimen  of  the 
sense  wliich  a  Nurse  entertains  of  what  belongs 
to  her  situation,  and  ought  to  have  the  good  effect 
of  inducing  Ladies,  of  whatever  rank,  to  ])erform 
those  maternal  offices  themselves,  which  ihey  are 
too  often  in  the  habit  of  consigning  to  others,  who, 
if  this  Nurse's  bill  be  a  correct  one,  must  have  quite 
enough  to  do  in  dressing  and  collecting  perquisites, 
without  attending  to  the  burden  of  an  infant's 
wants. 

The  history  is  simply  this  : — When  Lady  Ann 
was  as  "  Ladies  wish  to  be  who  love  their  Lords,"  it 
became  necessary  that  she  should  have  a  Nurse  to 
attend  her.  Mrs.  Humphrey  applied  for  the  situa- 
tion, and  referred  her  Ladyship  to  Mrs.  Steele,  of 
Stoke,  with  whom  she  had  formerly  lived,  for  a 
character ;  this  character  Lady  Ann  received,  and 
was  "  perfectly  satisfied."  In  order  to  do)  ustice 
to  Mrs.  Hum])hrey,  we  will  give  her  accovnit  of  the 
consequent  interview  with  her  Ladyship : — 

"  Some  time  afterwards,  Lady  Anne  sent  for  me 
to  go  to  Holkhani,  and  I  went  accordingly  ;  but  on 
mv  arrival,  I  found  her  Ladyship  could  not  be 
spoken  with,  and  I  was  ordered  to  go  down  again 
the  following  morning,  which  order  I  attended  to, 
though  I  was  prevented  being  there  so  early  as  was 
:ip])ointed,  by  necessary  attention  to  my  infant :  on 
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seeing  Mrs.  Turner,  she  observed,  that  Lady  Anne 
had  inquired  for  me  several  times:  after  a  short 
space,  I  was  ordered  up  stairs  to  Lady  Anne''s 
apartments,  who  inquired  if  I  had  weaned  my  child  ; 
I  said,  I  liad  begun  to  wean  it.  She  also  inquired 
if  1  had  ever  been  at  service;  I  said,  I  had  not. 
After  some  unimportant  observations.  Lady  Anne 
desired  I  would  hold  myself  in  readiness,  by  the 
10th  of  December,  to  come  at  any  hour  she  should 
think  proper  to  send  for  me.  On  retiring,  1  inquired 
of  Mrs.  Turner  what  dresses  I  should  procure  to 
wear  during  the  time  :  she  said,  silk  and  white ; 
occasionally  I  might  wear  a  coloured  gown,  but 
that  I  could  not  dress  too  smart  for  Lady  Anne." 

As  it  will  save  time  to  state  the  case  with  more 
brevity  than  Mrs.  Humphrey  chooses  to  use  upon 
the  occasion,  it  may  be  only  necessary  to  add,  that 
after  a  consultation  Avith  her  friends,  I-ady  Anne 
resolved  not  to  employ  Mrs.  Plumphrey;  and 
having  informed  her  of  the  change  in  her  intentions, 
gave  her  three  one-pound  notes.  Mrs.  Humphrey 
having  expressed  her  discontent  at  this,  the  steward 
gave  her  eighteen  sovereigns  in  addition,  and,  as  we 
should  have  thought,  Mrs.  Humphrey  ought  to 
have  been  extremely  well  satisfied  therewith  :  instead 
of  which,  she  sends  the  following  account  to  liady 
Anne,  which,  as  it  is  a  curiosity  in  itself,  and  one  of  the 
most  flagrant  instances  of  impudence,  and  attempted 
imposition  we  ever  happened  to  meet  with,  we  give 
at  length : — 
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MRS.  Humphrey's  account. 


"  Wells,  January  14,1623. 

"  My  Lady, — I  beg  to  enclose  you  a  statement 
of  what  I  consicler  myself  entitled  to,  in  consec[uence 
of  your  Ladyship's  depriving  me  of  my  engagement 
as  Nurse  to  your  Ladyship's  child. — I  remain  your 
Ladyship's  obedient  servant, 

"  Mary  Humphrey. 

"  Lady  Anne  Coke,  Holkham. 

"  Mrs.  Humphrey  having  had  several       £.    s.  d. 
journeys  to  Holkham,  at  the  request  of 
Lady  Anne    Coke,    and   waiting    her 
orders,  considers  herself  entitled  to      -       3     0     0 

"  Mrs.  Humphrey  having  provided 
herself  with  good  and  extra  clothes, 
necessary  to  take  Lady  Anne  Coke's 
place,  as  nurse,  for  twelve  months, 
claims  for  such  expenses  -         -     30     0     0 

•  "  Mrs.  Humphrey  paid  Mrs.  Dack, 
for  weaning  her  infant,  to  take  Lady 
Anne's  place,  which  she  would  not 
have  done  on  any  other  occasion,  and 
for  other  expenses  on  that  account        -       10     0 

"  Lady  Anne  Coke  having  agreed 
to  pay  Mrs.  Hum})hrey,  as  wages  for 
twelve  months,  twenty  guineas,  Mrs. 
Humphrey  claims  the  same  -         -     21     0     0 

N 
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"  As  Mrs.  Humphrey,  during  the  £.  i.  d. 
twelve  months,  was  to  have  been 
boarded  and  lodged,  and  also  to  have 
been  washed  for  during  the  twelve 
months,  charges  at  the  rate  of  1/.  per 
week  for  the  same       -         -         -         -     52     0     0 

"  Mrs.  Humphrey  having  made  an 
engagement  with  Lady  Anne  Coke,  for 
twelve  months,  and  expecting  in  conse- 
quence to  procure  similar  situations 
afterwards,  gave  up  her  business  as 
milliner  and  dress-maker,  and  parted 
with  lier  apprentice,  for  the  loss  of 
which  business  Mrs.  Humphrey  consi- 
ders herself  entitled  to  _         _         _     50     0     0 

"  Mrs.  Humphrey  having  made  ap- 
plication for  a  housekeeper  to  take 
charge  of  her  family  during  her  engage- 
ment with  Lady  Anne,  charges  for 
postage  of  letters  and  loss  of  her  hus- 
band's time  on  that  business         -         -       1     0     0 

"  It  being  customary,  whenever  an 
infant  is  baptised,  for  the  sponsors  and 
visitors  to  make  a  present  to  the  nurse, 
Mrs.  Humphrey,  in  niaking  her  engage- 
ment with  Lady  x\nne  Coke,  took  this 
circumstance,  as  the  principal  one,  into 
consideration  ;  as  also  that  of  receiving 
the   baby-linen,    and   other  perquisites 


OCTOBEB. 


267 


usually  allowed  to  nurses  attending  on     £.    s.    d. 

a  person  of  Lady  Anne  Coke's  rank  ; 

Mrs.    Humphrey  did  not  consider  the 

wages   of    twenty    guineas   as   of  any 

importance    compared    with     the  pcr- 

(juisites,  or  a  much  higher  salary  would 

have  been  required,  consequently  she 

feels  herself  perfectly  justified    in  de- 

mandinjj  for  such  loss  -         -         -  105     0     0 

"  Mrs.  Humphrey  having,  by  Lady 
Anne  Coke's  treatment  of  her,  lost  the 
chance  of  secm-ing  a  nurse's  situation  in 
future,  in  consequence  of  reports  being 
spread  abroad  to  her  prejudice,  con- 
siders herself  entitled  to  a  fair  remunle- 
I'ation,  and  accordingly  claims,  for  loss 
of  character  and  such  chance  as  above 
stated         -         -         -         -         -         -     aO     0     0 


Total     £2d'3     0     0 


OCTOBER. 

On    this   night,    those    "  hot-beds"   of    genius, 
Covent  Garden  and  Drury  Lane  Theatres  open;  and 
as  we  think  many  of  our  Keaders  may  imagine,  from 
the  vivacious  appearance  of  Actors,  both  on  and  off" 
the  Stage,  that  their  path  of  life  is  perfectly  en\  iable, 
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and  teems  with  perpetual  sunshine  and  felicity, 
we  will  unveil  "  the  secrets  of  the  prison-housCv'' 
and  introduce  a  whimsical  detail  of  misery,  written 
by  some  unfortunate  aspirant  to  the  sock  and 
hushin,  and  which  has  impressed  upon  it  so  strongly 
the  stamp  of  truth,  that  we  hesitate  not  to  pronounce 
it,  in  all  its  bearings,  "  (piHe  correct :''' — 

I  used  vainly  to  imagine  (says  the  narrator)  that 
the  business  of  an  Actor  was  all  play,  but  I  have 
found  that  no  trade,  no  profession  upon  earth,  is  so 
laborious  to  mind  and  body — laborious  too,  at  times 
and  seasons  when  other  people  are  partaking  of  the 
amusements  and  enjoyments  of  social  and  domestic 
life.  At  ten  o"'clock  I  go  to  rehearsal — study  and 
arrange  all  the  nonsense  which  the  Manager 
chooses  to  accept  from  the  wretched  play-writers — 
(who  are  all  either  in  gaol,  or  ex])ecting  to  be  sent 
there  every  day  of  their  miserable  lives) — liable  to 
be  fined  forty  pounds  for  refusing  to  play  a  part 
which  I  know  does  not  suit  me,  and  in  which 
no  human  being,  except  the  author,  can  see  the 
slightest  merit ;  there  I  remain  the  whole  morning, 
groping  about  behind  the  scenes,  or  listening  in  the 
green-room  to  calunmies  and  dirty  stories,  till 
j)erhaps  three ;  I  then  mount  to  the  wardrobe, 
where  in  council  with  the  tailor  and  the  barber,  I 
stay  and  discuss  with  perfect  gravity  the  relative 
merits  of  different  coats,  waistcoats,  and  wigs,  with 
a  view  to  ascertain  which  combination  of  grotesque 
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lial)its  will  best  answer  the  purpose,  and  produce 
the  greatest  portion  of  laughter  in  the  one-shilling 
gallery.  On  reaching  the  stage-door  I  iind  it 
pouring  with  rain — having  come  out  with  thin 
shoes,  and  without  an  umbrella,  I  paddle  up  Drury 
Lane  to  my  lodgings,  wliere  my  wife  has  prepared 
every  thing  to  make  me  comfortable  ;  and  at  five 
o'clock.  I  sit  down  to  my  dinner,  fire  blazing,  dishes 
smoking,  and  all  extremely  nice  and  snug.  At  a 
little  after  six,  just  as  I  am  getting  warm,  and  feel 
very  happy,  and  rather  heavy  to  sleep,  I  am  warned 
by  dear  Mary  that  "  it  is  time  to  go.""  Up  I  get, 
squeeze  on  my  great  coat,  take  my  umbrella,  find 
the  streets  ankle  deep  in  nuid,  mixed  with  more 
mizzling  rain,  too  small  and  too  light  to  be  warded 
olf — slip  along  the  worst  streets  in  London  back  to 
the  play-house,  and  in  consequence  of  quitting  my 
warm  fire-side,  contract  a  violent  tooth-ache,  to 
which  I  am  very  subject. 

The  pain  in'  my  face  increases  during  the  time 
I  am  dressing — the  barber  arrives  to  "  do  up  my 
own  hair"  into  a  droll  shape,  it  having  been  decided 
that  it  will  produce  a  more  ridiculous  effect  tiian  a 
wig — the  caH-hoy  comes  to  hurry  me,  and  I  proceed 
to  smear  my  chin  and  forehead  with  wh'itcmng — 
make  croxcsfeet  and  eye-brows  witii  a  bit  of  burnt 
cork',  and  rub  the  end  of  my  iiose  with  a  hare's  Jbut 
covered  with  red  ochre.  During  this  operation,  "  a 
srentleman  wishes  to  see  me ;"  he  is  admitted,  and 
brings  the  agreeable  intelligence  that  a  friend  who  has 
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given  nic  liis  acceptance  for  seventy  pounds  had  dis- 
honoured the  Bill,  which  is  returned  to  me,  and  must 
be  settled  by  ten  o'clock  the  followincr  niornins-.  At 
this  juncture,  a  pretty  little  draggle-tailed  maid-ser- 
vant, whom  I  keep,  arrives  to  ask  for  the  key  of  a 
cupboard,  which  I  have  brought  away  by  mistake, 
to  get  something  for  my  wife — I  give  the  key,  and 
hear  her  romping  with  the  half-drunken  Manager 
in  the  dark  passage; — irritated,  but  too  much  pressed 
for  time  to  be  angry,  I  squeeze  on  the  shoes  which 
I  thought  would  "  be  veiy  effective" — in  my  haste 
I  Tun  one  of  the  buckles  under  the  nail  of  my  finger  ; 
and  when  the  shoes  are  on,  find  the  corn  on  the  little 
toe  of  my  left  foot  so  pinched  that  nothing  but  the 
impossibility  of  getting  any  others  would  induce  me 
to  wear  them — while  stamping  on  the  flo  r,  in  hopes 
of  making  matters  easier,  I  perceive  the  coat  and 
waistcoat  which  I  have  selected  to  wear,  giving  the 
most  unequivocal  proof  of  dam])ness  by  smoking 
furiously,  as  they  hang  airing  on  the  back  of  a  chair 
before  the  fire. 

Besides  this,  it  should  be  observed,  that  I  dress 
in  the  same  room  with  a  man  whose  aversion  I  am, 
and  whose  name  is  ij^ecactuuilta  to  me; — he  is  pomp- 
ous, and  does  tragedy — has  the  best  place  in  the 
room,  and  all  the  fire  to  himself — feeds  tlie  news- 
paper critics,  who  always  praise  him  ;  and  one  of 
them,  who  invariably  abuses  mc,  is  his  constant 
companion  when  we  are  dressing. 

At  length,  however,   I  get  to  the  grecn-rcom — 
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drink  half  a  glass  of  muddy  water  from  the  tumbler, 
out  of  wliich   every   Lady  and    Gentleman  of  the 
company  has  drunk  before,  and  will  after  me  ;  and, 
being  ultimately  summoned  to  the  stage,  I  find  the 
music  sounding  too  well — the  house  empty  of  people, 
and  full   of  gas— my  tooth   aching  as  if  it  would 
s])lit  my  head — I   feel  the  damp  waistcoat  sticking 
to  my  back — my  eyes  being  hot,  and  my  nose  cold 
— the  shoe  on  my  corny  foot  having  shrunk  with 
the   heat  of   the   foot,    cutting   and   pinching  me 
more     dreadfullv     tlian    the   parchment    boot    of 
the  Holy  Inquisition  could  do.      Here  I   have  to 
act  a  scene  with  a  cheap  actor  from  the  country  ; 
a  regular  stick,   Tvho    knows  nothing  of  the  point, 
and  very  little  of  the  part ;  and  thus  airive  at  the 
period  where  I    have  to  sing  a  comic  song,  with 
speaking  and  pattering  imitations  of  sundry  men  and 
other  animals,  between  the  verses ;  and  during  the 
protracted  symphony  to   this,  I  keep  my  tongue  to 
my  tooth,  in  order  to  lull  the  pain,  and  thinking  of 
nothing  but  the  protested  liill  for  seventy  pounds  at 
the  Banker's— putting  my  hands  instinctively  into 
my  pocket,  I   find  that  I  have  left  the  little  bit  of 
reed  with  which  I  imitate  Punch  and  the  Duclcs  (the 
great  hits  of  my  song)  in  the  waistcoat  I  have  just 
taken  off.     I  sing  the  song,  of  course,  without  the 
iJuckfi  and  Pumh — but  make  up  for  the  omission 
by  dancing  very  funnily,  forgetting  at  the  outset  the 
tijrht  shoes  and  corns,  and  being  unable,   when  I 
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have  once  begun,  to  leave  oft".  Tlie  pain  I  feel 
makes  me  twist  and  wriggle  more  than  ordinarily — 
the  consequence  is,  that  I  am  encored  by  some  Jew 
boys  in  the  gallery,  who  had  paid  sixpence  a  piece 
for  the  privilege — the  decent  part  of  tlie  audience 
dissent  from  the  repetition,  and  I  stand  bowing 
humbly  to  the  "  liberal  and  enlightened  Public,"  a 
set  of  senseless  brutes,  whose  taste  I  despise,  and  for 
whose  intellects  I  have  the  most  unqualified  con- 
tempt. In  the  midst  of  my  obsequiousness,  one 
monster  among  the  gods,  more  hardened  than  the 
rest,  flings  an  apple  at  my  head ;  shouts  of  "  turn 
him  out !"  resound,  and  the  cries  of  "  go  on  !" 
increasing,  I  repeat  all  my  little  playfulness  in 
detail,  which  are  rendered  wholly  unintelligible  by 
the  mingled  plaudits  of  the  ayes  and  the  vigorous 
hissings  of  the  noes,  and  hop  about  upon  my  pinched 
foot  with  the  most  laudable  activity. 

All  this  over,  I  go  towards  the  dressing-room  to 
avoid  witnessinjj  the  deo:ra(lation  of  the  ladies  of  the 
profession,  who,  by  the  convenient  connivance  of  the 
conductors  of  our  theatrical  establishments,  are  at 
present  subjected  to  the  open  advances  of  every  man 
who  thinks  himself  entitled  by  his  wealth  or  rank  to 
knock  down  the  barriers  which  separate  virtue  from 
vice,  and  chooses  to  attend  tlic  green-room  to  carry 
on  a  system  which,  in  the  days  of  John  Kembleand 
Colman,  was  confined  to  the  lobbies,  or  houses  of  a 
different  description   altogether.     In   the   passage. 
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towards  my  retreat,  I  encounter  the  Manager, 
smellin<r  of  vulgar  potations:  rather  more  decent, 
and  infinitely  more  important,  than  in  the  early  part 
of  the  evening,  he  tells  me  I  must  study  Faulkland, 
in  The  liivahy  for  the  next  night  (Acres  being  my 

forte) — he  then  introduces  me  to  an  Author  who  has 
an  equestrian  mclo-drame  to  be  read  the  following 
morning — I  cannot  conceive  what  makes  them  both 
so  civil,  till  at  last  I  discover  that  they  want  me  to 
act  in  their  new  piece  the  part  of  a  Sorcerer  in  a 
horse-hair  roiff,  if  nth  gilded  horns,  and  he  carried  to 
the  skies  on  the  hack  of  a  fiery  dj-agon,  at  the  risk 
of  my  neck  and  reputation.  At  length  the  play 
ends — heated  and  tired,  I  take  off  my  moist  dress, 
and  put  on  my  own  damp  clothes.  I  smear  my  face 
all  over  with  grease  and  pomatum,  to  get  the  paint 
out  of  the  pores,  and  rub  my  hair  out  of  curl — I 
find  my  boots  (wet  when  I  came)  have  shrunk  so 
much  by  standing  before  the  fire,  that  I  can  by  no 

.  exertion  get  my  heels  home  in  them,  and  am  obliged 
to  walk  to  my  lodgings  with  a  hard  stiff  wrinkle 
under  each  foot,  my  tooth-ache  much  worse  than 
before.  I  begin  my  walk  homewards  through  the 
mud,  paddle  up  the  same  wretched  streets  that  I 
had  before  paddled  down,  get  hustled  by  three  tall 
females  of  a  certain  description,  who,  after  pulling 
me  about  to  my  great  discomfiture,  leave  me  with  a 
start,   when  they  discover   by   the  light  of  a  great 

n5 
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starry  gas   lamp,    that,    after   all,    its  funny — the 
Actor  man  ! 

When  I  get  home,  the  fire  is  out — my  wife,  tired 
of  her  lonely  wretchedness,  has  gone  to  bed — and 
I,  saddled  with  Faulldand  in  my  pocket  to  study 
for  the  morrow.  That  morrow  brings  the  same 
routine,  and  so  it  goes  on  until  Saturday,  when  the 
concern  being  very  prosperous,  the  treasurer  cannot 
pay  any  of  the  salaries  ;  and  the  only  intelHgence  I 
can  get  at  his  office  is,  that  my  benefit  is  fixed  for 
the  second  day  of  Epsom  Races,  when  the  cheese- 
mongers and  bakers,  who  would  take  my  tickets, 
will  all  be  there,  and  therefore  unable  to  go  to  the 
play  : — find  at  the  theatre  a  letter,  offering  me  two 
sovereigns  and  my  dinner,  to  attend  a  patriotic 
party,  and  be  comical,  at  the  City  of  London 
Tavern — swear  at  the  "  fat  and  greasy  citizens'" 
who  take  a  gentleman  for  a  mountebank — and 
spend  the  whole  of  my  Sunday  in  studying  Musty- 
m,ijfustigig^  the  wizard,  in  the  infernal  Melo-dramc 
of  Dine  Blazes ;  or  the  Intellectual  Donkey,  whicli  it 
would  cost  me  the  price  of  a  felon  s  neck  to  refuse 
to  act. 

These  are  but  a  few  of  the  evils  by  which  I  am 
assailed  in  the  midst  of  my  success ;  and  "  I  am  sick 
at  heart"  when  I  walk  down  to  my  nightly  task,  and 
see  the  ruddy-faced,  healthy  shopkeeper,  sitting 
quietly  at  his  tea,  by  his  cheerful  fire-side,  with  his 
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family  rouml  hlni,  and  recollect  that  lie  can  weigh 
butter  without  leaving  his  home,  painting  his  face,  or 
being  subject  to  the  insolence  of  a  sottish  jNIanager, 
and  sell  cheese  and  hog's  lard  without  bowing  for  the 
usual  indulgence  of  the  •'  enlightened  Public, 


11 


8/A— 1747. 
This  day,  the  "  Dartmoutir  man  of  wai-,  of  50 
guns  and  300  men,  Captain  James  Hamilton,  com- 
mander, being  closely  engaged  off  Cape  St.  Vincent, 
with  the  Glorioso,  Spanish  man  of  war,  of  74  guns 
and  750  men,  blew  up,  and  all  the  crew  perished, 
except  17,  who  were  taken  uj)  by  the  boats  of 
the  "  Prince  Frederick"'  and  "  Duke"  Privateers, 
then  in  con)pany.  Of  these  none  were  of  any 
rank,  except  Lieutenant  O'Brien.  He  was  taken 
up,  floating  on  the  carriage  of  a  gun,  on  which 
he  had  been  blown  out  of  the  ship  into  the  water 
His  first  salute  to  the  Captaiii  of  the  "  Prince  Fre- 
derick" was,  '•  Sir,  you  must  excuse  the  imfitncss 
of  my  dress  to  come  aboard  a  strange  ship;  but 
really  I  left  mij  oxen  in  suck  a  hiirri/,  that  I  had  no 
time  to  staij  for  a  rhan^e.''^ 

o//._i6oo. 

Lyson's,  in  his  "  Environs  <jf  London,"  has 
given  us  an  instance,  nearly  two  hundred  year.s 
old,  of  a  matr'nnonial  squabble^  under  the  liead 
"  Articles  of  Reconciliation  between  a  ■Man  atul 
his  Wife,  Oct.  9,  1G29." 
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"  It  was  agreed,  between  Joseph  Caron  and  Mar- 
gery his  wife,  in  manner  and  form  following : — I, 
Joseph  Caron,  do  willingly  promise  to  my  wife 
Margery,  that,  upon  condition  that  she  will  not 
hereafter  make  further  inquiry  into  any  thing  that 
liath  in  time  past  occasioned  jealousy  on  her  part,  I, 
from  this  time  forward,  will  forbear  the  private  com- 
pany of  any  woman  or  maid,  whom  she  may  suspect 
to  be  dishonestly  inclined  ;  and  in  particular,  because 
of  her  former  suspicions,  how  unjust  soever,  I  do 
j^romise  to  estrange  myself  from  Mrs.  Large  and 
Mrs.  Colmer,  and  whomsoever  else  she  hath  for- 
merly suspected:  and  that  I  will  forbear  striking 
her,  and  })rovoking  speeches,  and  be  as  often  witli 
her  at  meals  as  I  can  conveniently,  and  in  all  things 
carry  myself  as  a  loving  husband  ought  to  do  to  his 
wife :  in  witness  whereof,  I  have  subscribed  my 
name,  the  year  and  day  above  mentioned, 

"  Joseph  Caron." 

"  I,  Margery  Caron,  do  willingly  promise  to  my 
foresaid  husband,  Joseph  Caron,  that,  upon  con- 
ditibn  that  he  performs  faithfully  what  he  hath 
promised,  I  will,  from  this  day  forward,  forbear 
to  inquire  into  any  thing  tliat  hath  in  time  past 
occasioned  jealousy  in  me  towards  my  husband ; 
and  in  particular  do  acquit  Mrs.  Colmer,  by  these 
presents,  from  any  guilt  of  dishonesty  with  my 
husband,  being  now   persuaded   of   his   innoccncy 
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therein,  whatsoever  I  have  formerly  said  to  the 
contrary  ;  and  do  promise,  for  the  time  to  come, 
the  premises  being  duly  performed  on  my  husband's 
part,  to  carry  myself  towards  him  in  all  thin<rs  as 
becometh  a  lovino-  and  faithful  wife:  in  witness 
whereof,  I  do  subscribe  my  name,  the  day  and  year 
above  written,  "  Makgeuy  CAitox.''"' 

Mr.  JoXES,  that  admirable  personator  of  Fops, 
Dandies,  and  other  Bipeds  ctjually  amiable  and 
interesting',  made  his  first  bow  in  Covent  (iarden 
Theatre,  this  evening,  in  the  part  of  "  Goldfinch,'" 
in  "  The  Road  to  Ruin.*" 

During  one  of  the  provincial  excursions  of  Mr. 
Jones  in  the  South  of  Ireland,  at  the  time  of  the 
Rebellion,  the  Theatre  in  which  they  were  then 
acting  had  the  misfortune  to  take  fire,  and  a  few 
moments  beheld  it  a  heap  of  ashes.  Limerick, 
which  was  the  most  adjacent  town,  was  inunedi- 
ately  resolved  on  to  be  honoured  in  being  the  next 
liead-cjuarters  of  these  wandering  sons  of  Thespis ; 
and   all   their   stage  paraphernalia  and    moveables, 

*  A  Play  IMr.  Kcmble  and  tlie  rest  of  the  sagacious  Proprietors 
i>f  that  Theatre  are  likely  to  perform  tlie  prinripal  characteis  iii> 
"  For  tlie  Benefit  of  Lonl  Eldon," — who  has  very  properly 
ordered  the  money  drawn  by  the  attractive  ytslris  and  the 
French  Monkey  to  be  paid  into  his  Till  in  "  The  Ciuuicery 
Court." 
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consisting  of  'po'tson  boxols,  hroheii  dag'ffcrs,  dislo- 
cated spearSf  and  a  score  or  two  of  rapiers  that  had 
shone  for  centuries  in  the  mimic  fields  of  Bosworth 
and  Dunsinane,  were,  witli  sundry  other  conglome- 
rations, packed  in  a  cart,  and  sent  forward  under 
the  escort  of  some  of  the  most  trustworthy  of  the 
corps.  They  proceeded  with  great  lafety  till  they 
came  within  a  few  miles  of  Limerick,  which  city 
"  met  their  seeking  eyes"  as  grey  dawn  began  to 
overspread  the  horizon ;  or,  as  one  less  metaphorical 
would  say,  as  the  Sun  pulled  off  his  night  cap  to 
begin  the  morning's  business.  At  this  tumultuous 
period,  the  myrmidons  of  the  executive  government 
were  on  the  alert  in  all  directions,  to  apprehend 
suspicious  characters,  or  "  jy^c-p  oday  hoijs^''  as 
they  were  termed ;  and  a  numerous  host  Avas 
sprinkled  about  the  southern  districts  of  that  un- 
happy Isle  :  a  party  then  hsy  in  ambush  on  the 
road  our  heroes  were  approaching;  and,  as  the  cart 
crav.'led  lazily  up  the  summit  of  a  hill,  it  was  sur- 
rounded by  "  as  gallant  a  set  as  ever  cried  stand  to 
a  traveller."*'  The  pale-faced,  woe-begone  votaries 
of  the  drama,  were  somcAvhat  alarmed  at  this  stop- 
p»age  of  their  career  ;  and  after  rul)bing  their  og;lers, 
which  pothecri  and  the  coolness  of  the  night  had 
kept  awake  till  that  eventful  minute,  they  civilly 
"  begged  lave  to  ax  the  jontlemcn  v,'hat  was  the 
matter .?"  "  Is  it  what's  the  matter,  you'd  be  after 
knowing  ?"  said   a   voice,  in  the  true  I^Iunster  dia- 


OCTOBEK.  2T9 

Icct ;  '•  by  dt  powers,  we'll  satisfy  every  mother's 
son  of  vou ;  sure  wc^-e  the  KhifT''s  representatives, 
honeij^  and  we  want  to  finrcli  the  cart."'  After  this 
declaration,  the  luihappv  ilfummers  thouglit  it  best 
to  state  who  and  what  they  were;  and  to  assure 
their  new  friends,  that  the  only  murdrrs  they  ever 
perpetrated  were  on  the  stage,  and  all  the  living- 
craturs  they  ever  mtinglcd  were  some  of  Shak- 
speare's  charactL'rs.  But  all  would  not  do ;  the 
Oihcers  of  Justice  knew  better,  and  swore  by  St. 
Patricli's  great  foe,  and  might  the  next  noggin  of 
whiskey  be  their  poison,  but  they  were  desperate, 
blood-tiiirsty,  ill-looking  bog-trotters,  and  proceeded 
to  search  the  cart.  "\^' hen  they  had  removed  the 
covering,  which  was  a  canvass  sea,  in  which  fowls 
had  hatched  for  some  months  past,  and  proceeded 
a  little  furUier,  and  belield  a  dozen  or  two  of 
dafraers  and  swords  of  all  chvonoloQ-ics,  from  the 
time  of  Aleibiades  to  Tom  Thumb  the  Great,  a 
•  ivhilldao  was  raised,  sufficient  to  shake  one  of  the 
husest  Kerry  mountains  from  its  base;  and  the 
poor  spalpeens  of  players  were  marched  in  triumpli 
into  Limerick,  and  lodged  in  custody  of  the  nearest 
magistrate,  who  being  an  Orangeman  that  saw  a 
pike  in  the  frizzle  of  every  whisker  that  was  brought 
before  him,  determined,  very  sagaciously,  to  detain 
them  in  close  confinement  until  the  matter  was  sid)- 
mitted  to  the  Lord  Lieutenant;  when,  to  their 
great  joy,  an  order  was  immediately  transniittetl  to 
Limerick  for  their  release. 
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In  the  will  of  William  Shackell,  Es(j.  Governor 
of  Plymouth,  proved  (of  the  annexed  date)  in  the 
Prerogative  Court  of  Canterbury,  is  the  following 
finale : — 

"  I  desire  that  my  body  may  be  kept  as  long  as 
it  may  not  be  offensive.  I  also  make  this  further 
request  to  my  dear  wife :  that  as  she  has  been  trou- 
bled with  one  oldjbol,  she  will  not  think  of  marry- 
ing a  second. 

18^A— 1817. 

John  Philpot  Cuiirax  died,  in  the  G5th  year 
of  his  age. 

Though  Curran,  from  the  first  dawn  of  intel- 
lect, in  his  puerile  days,  gave  eminent  proofs  that 
the  seeds  of  wit  and  talents  were  not  sparingly 
sown  in  liis  composition,  the  humble  circumstances 
of  his  parents  afforded  no  prospect  of  an  education 
to  bring  out  the  native  lustre  of  his  capacity ;  and, 
hut  for  circumstances  wholly  fortuitous,  he  might 
have  lived  and  died  with  fame  no  higher  than  that 
of  a  village  wit,  and  the  chance  of  succeeding  to  his 
father's  office  *. 

The  village  school  received  him  as  an  early  pupil, 
where  he  soon  evinced  a  capacity  superior  to  his 
little  ragged  companions  ;  and  in  the  hours  of  play 

♦  Seneschal  in  the  Manor  Court  of  Newmarket,  in  the  County 
of  Cork. 
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he  proved  his  superiority  in  all  the  variegated  sci- 
ences of  marbles  and  ehuck-farthint;-,  and  evinced  a 
sportive  fancy  in  all  the  arch  pranks,  and  practical 
stratagems  of  the  play-groinid.  His  father,  even  if 
he  had  capacity,  had  little  leisure  to  attend  to  the 
])rooTess  of  his  son"'s  education.  The  youngster 
was  therefore  left  to  follow  his  own  devices,  and 
pursue  the  bent  of  his  humour  in  every  species  of 
lively  fun  and  arch  eccentricity.  At  Fairs,  where 
wit  and  whiskey  alternately  excited  the  laugh  and 
the  wrangle  ;  at  zoakcs.,  the  last  social  obsequies  to 
the  dead  in  the  village,  at  which  sorrow  and  mirth 
in  turns  beguiled  each  other,  young  Curran  was 
always  present — now  a  iiihne,  and  now  a  mourner. 
The  projihecies  of  the  more  serious  began  to  augur 
most  imfavourablv  to  the  futiu-e  fortunes  of  voung 
Pickle,  while  he  was  the  favourite  of  all  the  cheer- 
ful. The  court  of  his  father  was  quite  scandalised, 
but  all  acknowledged  him  the  ley-itimate  heir  of  his 
mother's  wit. 

A  new  scene  occurred  in  the  aniusenieiU<  of  the 
village,  in  which  young  Curran  made  his  debut  as  a 
principal  actor,  with  much  eclat  to  his  comic  fame  ; 
and  which,  through  life,  he  took  great  pleasure 
to  relate  as  one  of  his  first  incentives  to  eloquence, 
especially  to  that  part  of  it  whicli  Denwisthcnes 
urges  as  the  first,  second,  and  third  essential  to  the 
success  of  an  orator, — namely,  action.  The  itine- 
rant exhibitor  of  a  svreet  puppet-show,  in  the  course 
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of  his  tour,  arrived  at  Newmarket,  much  to  the 
edification  and  amusement  of  the  staring  crowd  ; 
and  the  comic  feats  of  Mr.  Punch,  and  the  elo- 
tjuence  of  Ms  man,  superseded  every  other  topic  of 
conversation.  Unfortunately,  however,  the  second- 
named  actor  in  this  drama  was  seized  witli  sickness, 
and  the  whole  establishment  was  threatened  with 
ruin.  IJut  little  Philpot,  who  was  a  constant  mem- 
ber of  the  auditory,  and  eagerly  imbibed  at  eyes 
and  ears  the  whole  exhibition,  proposed  himself  to 
the  manager,  as  a  volunteer  substitute  for  PuncJCs 
mail.  This  offer  from  so  young  and  promising  an 
amatenr,  was  gladly  accepted  by  the  manager,  who 
was  well  aware  of  the  advantages  of  an  arch  young 
comedian,  acquainted  with  all  the  characters,  and 
local  history  of  the  place ;  ])ut  the  yoiuig  actor 
declined  salary,  and  only  stipulated,  that  he  should 
remain  perfectly  incog,  and  that  his  name  was  not 
to  be  known,  which  condition  of  the  treaty  the 
manager  faithfully  kept.  The  success  of  the  sub- 
stitute was  (juite  miraculous;  immense  crowds 
attended  every  performance ;  the  new  actor  was 
universally  admired,  and  the  crowded  audiences 
were  astonished  at  tlic  knowledge  he  displayed. 
He  developed  tlie  village  politics,  pourtraycd  all 
characters,  described  the  fairs,  blabbed  the  wake 
secrets,  caricatured  the  spectators,  disclosed  every 
private  amour,  detailed  all  the  scanda!  of  the 
village,  and  attacked  with   hunrorous  ridicule   even 
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the  sacerdotal  dignity  of  the  ])anslj  Priest.  But 
this  was  tlie  signal  for  general  outcry  ;  satire  had 
transgressed  its  due  limits ;  and  men  and  maidens, 
who  laughed  at  their  lu'ighhours''  ])ietures,  and 
pretended  to  recognise  their  own,  were  horrfied  at 
such  profane  familiarity  with  the  Clergy.  Religion, 
as  on  lai-ger  theatres,  was  the  scapegoat,  and  sen- 
tence of  punishment  was  unanimously  passed  on 
Mr.  Punch  and  his  man  ;  the  manager,  however, 
kept  the  grand  secret,  and  his  prudence  prevented 
any  inquiry  after  such  dangerous  celebrity  ;  and 
Curran,  who  was  through  life,  in  his  convivial 
hours,  the  soul  of  mirth,  frctpiently  declared,  that 
he  never  jiroduced  such  an  effect  ujion  any  audience 
as  in  the  huu'ible  character  of  Air.  Punch's  man. 

When  Mr.  Curran  was  passing  his  first  summer 
at  Cheltenham,  generally  inattentive  as  he  was  to 
his  dress,  he  was  in  a  sort  of  disguise  ;  and  little 
notice  being  taken  of  him,  he  had  resort  to  a  story 
to  draw  liimself  into  notice.  With  the  straight- 
forward, credulous  character  of  the  English,  he  was 
perfectly  well  acquainted,  with  which  he  often 
eked  out  a  lale.  The  conversation  of  the  table 
turning  altogether  on  the  stu])id,  savage,  and  dis- 
gusting amusement  of  cock-fighting,  he  was  detj^r- 
mined  to  put  an  end  to  it  by  the  incredible  story  of 
the  AVino  Cats.  lie  prefaced  it  by  saying,  that  in 
his  country  there  prevailed  a  harbarous  custom  of 
fighting  th.ese  animals  in   the  same  way  as  mastiffs 
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are  fought  in  England,  or  bulls  in  Spain,  -  That 
being  once  in  Sligo,  a  fishing-town  in  the  north-west 
of  Ireland,  he  was  invited  to  see  this  grand  spectacle. 
That  the  people  of  rank  and  condition,  in  that  part 
of  the  country,  had  these  Cats  regularly  bred  and 
trained  for  the  purpose,  and  crowded  into  town  and 
took  lodgings  for  the  week,  whenever  these  games 
were  to  be  celebrated.  The  Corinthian  chariot  races 
were  never  more  highly  the  scenes  of  gaiety  and 
mirth  in  Greece,  than  these  Avere  at  Sligo.  At  one 
of  them,  three  matches  were  fought  on  the  first  day 
with  the  most  furious  courage,  with  all  the  intrepi- 
dity of  valour  and  skill,  all  that  brutal  rage,  that 
feudal  clans  could  furnish  ;  and  before  the  third  of 
them  was  finished  (on  which  bets  ran  very  high) 
dinner  was  announced  in  the  Inn  where  the 
battle  was  fought.  The  company  agreed,  though 
reluctantly,  to  return,  and  to  lock  up  the  room, 
leaving  the  key  in  trust  with  Mr.  Curran,  who 
jjrotested  that  he  never  was  so  shocked, — that  his 
head  hung  heavy  upon  his  shoulders, — that  his  heart 
sunk  within  him,  on  entering  with  the  company  into 
the  room,  and  finding  that  the  Cats  had  actually 
eaten  each  other  vp,  save  some  little  hits  of  tails^ 
which  were  scattered  round  the  room. 

9.\st—\Cm. 

Sir  Georoe  Etheridge,  in  a  Letter  of  this  date, 
written  at  Ratisbon,  and  addressed  to  his  friend  the 
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Duke  of  Buckinirliam,  gives  a  long  story  of  an 
"  Ephesian  matron/''  in  tlie  person  of  a  young  widow, 
whose  young  husband  had  just  been  drowned.  The 
story  is  too  long  to  detail  ;  we  therefore  only  state, 
that  the  Lady  would  not  be  comforted,  arraigned 
Providence,  refused  food,  had  every  room,  and 
even  the  tea-boards  and  fans,  hung  with  black, 
and  shewed  every  genuine  mark  of  despair. 

Sir  George  says,  "  Tetronius's  Ephesian  matron 
was  but  a  type  of  this  lovely  and  unha})py  German 
widow".  Sir  George,  however,  charitably  remon- 
strated, telling  her,  that  grief  ruined  the  very  finest 
faces  ;  that  tears,  having  abundance  of  saline  par- 
ticles in  them,  not  only  spoiled  the  complexion,  but 
hastened  wrinkles.  The  Lady,  upon  this,  called  for 
a  looking-glass,  became  convinced  and  more  com- 
posed, saw  select  company  ;  and  this  phcrnix  of  the 
sex  then  married  directly  an  Ensign  of  Count  Trau- 
tonandorfs  regiment,  who  had  only  his  pay  to  live 
on. 

Having  in  our  first  sheet'*  given  a  choice  instance 
of  an  "  Ephesian  matron,"  we  refrain  from  treating 
the  reader  with  any  thing  further  on  this  subject, 
merely  wondering  what  size  bottles  might  l)e  re- 
cjuired  as  their  lachrymatories  '■  Answer,  qiuirt 
bottles,  undoubtedly  ;  not  those  blown  at  the  rate 
of  fiflt'cn  or  s'lAtccn  to  the  dorxn  ;  and  which  said 

*   Vhlt.'  Januarv  4. 


J!86  THE    GOOD-FELI.Ow's    CALENDAR. 

deceitful  practice  once  roused  Sir  Boyle  Roche,  in 
the  Irish  House  of  Commons,  to  propose  an  Act, 
"  That  every  quart  bottle  should  hold  a  quart 


>•>•> 
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Samuel  Foote,  the  English  Aristoj^hanes,  died. 

The  witty  Sam  Foote  clearly  demonstrated  the 
advantages  of  not  paying  our  debts.  "  This,"  says 
he,  "  however,  presupposes  a  person  to  be  a  man  of 
fortune,  otherwise  he  would  not  gain  credit.  It  is 
the  art  of  living  without  money.  It  saves  the 
trouble  and  expense  of  keeping  accounts ;  and  it 
also  makes  other  people  work,  in  order  to  give  our- 
selves repose.  It  prevents  the  cares  and  embar- 
rassments of  riches.  It  checks  avavice,  and  en- 
courages generosity  ;  as  people  are  most  conmionly 
more  liberal  of  others'  goods  than  of  their  own  : 
while  it  pos'sesses  that  genuine  spark  of  primitive 
Christianity  wh'ch  would  inculcate  a  constant  com- 
munion of  all  property.  In  short,  it  draws  on  us 
the  inquiries  and  attentions  of  the  world  while  we 
live,  and  makes  us  sincerely  regi-etted  when  we  die." 

Foote  once  bought  a  single  pillow,  after  attend- 
ing every  day  at  the  auction  of  ]\Ir.  Fordyce's  goods. 
Upon  the  query  being  put,  wliy  he  did  so  ?  he  re- 
plied, *'  As  the  late  owner  could  sleep  so  well  upon 
it,  owing  so  much  money,  perhaps  he  might  also,  as 
he  did  not  sleep  well  at  night  under  similar  cir- 
cumstances."" 
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Among  other  invcntion.s  to  please  the  town,  which 
Foote  knew  so  well  how  to  please,  at  the  conclusion 
of  his  ])lay  of  "  The  Ktii^-hU,"'  he  arranoxcl  a 
feigned  concert  of  vocal  music  between  hco  Cuts, 
in  burlesque  of  the  Italian  Opera.  The  principal 
performer  in  this  novel  species  of  entertainment 
was  a  man  well  known  at  that  time  by  the  appellation 
of  Cat  Hauris,  of  whom  the  folloAung:  anecdote 
is  related  : — 

Harris,  being  engaged  by  Foote  for  this  purjjose, 
had  attended  several  rehearsals,  at  which  his  merc'hiir 
gave  infinite  satisfaction  to  the  manager  and  the  per- 
formeis  :  at  the  last  rehearsal,  however,  Harris  was 
missing ;  and,  as  nobody  knew  Avhere  he  lived, 
Shuler  was  prevailed  upon  to  find  him  out,  if 
possible.  He  in{|uired,  in  vain,  for  some  time,  and 
was  at  length  informed  that  he  lived  in  a  certain 
court  in  the  Minories;  this  information  was  suffi- 
cient for  a  man  of  congenial  talents,  like  Shuter ; 
for,  the  moment  he  entered  the  court,  he  set  up 
a  cat  solo,  which  instantly  roused  his  brother  mu- 
sician in  his  garret,  who  answered  him  in  the  same 
tune,  and  then  accompanied  Shuter  to  the  Opera. 

Foote,  at  one  time,  in  order,  as  he  said,  to  make 
Mrs.  Footers  life  more  comfortable,  took  it  into  his 
head  to  part  from  her.  Her  friends  remonstrating 
upon  this  ill  usage,  he  consented  to  an  accommo- 
dation, but  the  lady  was  overturned  and  bruised  on 
the  road.     Mr.  Murphy,  one  of  the  partv  at  the 
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reconciliation  dinner,  asking-  Fcote  if  the  lady  had 
arrived,  "  Oh  yes,"  said  Foote,  "you  will  find  her 
in  the  drawing-room,  and  from  her  face  you  may 
learn  geography,  as  it  is  a  complete  map  of  the 
world :  on  one  side  you  may  see  the  Bhie  Moun- 
ta'tns  on  the  other  the  BlacJc  Forest ;  here  the  Red 
Sea,  and  here  (pointing  to  his  forehead)  you  may 
evidently  behold  the  Rochs  of  Sc'dly.'''' 

22wrf— 1822. 
The  "  New  York  Daily  Advertiser,""  of  this  date, 
contains  the  subjoined  hit  at  the  filthy  state  of  the 
leading  streets  in  this  "  Athens  of  the  United  States ;"" 
"  Any  person  in  want  of  a  dead  pig  may  find 
one,  that  will  pi'obably  answer  his  purpose,  in  the 
iniddle  of  Broadway,  between  Broome  and  Spring 
Streets.  Applicants  need  not  be  in  any  great  haste, 
as  it  is  expected  that  he  will  lie  there  several  days  ; 
and  if  the  warm  weather  should  last,  and  the  car- 
riages will  let  him  alone,  he  will  grow — bigger  and 
Jnggery 

30M— 1824. 

The  Rev.  II.  C.  Maturin,  Curate  of  St.  Peter's, 

Dublin,  and  author  of  one  of  the  most  immoral  and 

trinnpery  tragedies*  that  ever  disgraced  the  stage, 

or  gratified  the  low  taste  of  an  acting  manager — died. 

*  Bertram. 
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This  exemplary  pilhir  of  the  EstabUshed  Church 
was  exceedingly  vain  both  of  his  person  and  accom- 
plishments ;  and  as  his  income  would  not  allow  him 
to  attract  attention  by  the  splendour  of  his  dress 
and  manners,  he  seldom  failed  to  do  so  by  their 
singularity.  Mr.  Maturin  was  tall,  slender,  but 
well  proportioned,  and,  on  the  whole,  a  good  figure, 
which  he  took  care  to  display  in  a  well-made  black 
coat,  tightly  buttoned,  and  some  odd,  light-coloured, 
stocking-web  pantaloons,  surmounted,  in  winter,  by 
a  coat  of  prodigious  dimensions,  gracefully  thrown 
on,  so  as  not  to  obscure  the  symmetry  it  affected  to 
protect.  The  Curate  of  St.  Feter^'s  sang  and  danced, 
and  prided  himself  on  performing  the  movements  and 
evolutions  of  the  Qnadnlle,  certainly  equal  to  any 
other  divine  of  the  Established  Church,  if  not  to 
any  private  lay  gentleman  of  the  three  kingdoms. 
It  often  happened,  too,  that  INIr.  INfaturin  either 
laboured  imdcr  an  attack  of  gout,  or  met  with  some 
accident,  which  compelled  the  use  of  a  slipper  or  a 
bandage  on  one  foot  or  one  leg ;  and,  by  an  unac- 
countable congruity  of  mischances,  he  was  uniformly 
compelled  on  these  occasions  to  appear  in  the  public 
thoroughfares  of  Dublin,  where  the  melancholv 
spectacle  of  a  beautiful  limb  in  pain  never  failed  to 
excite  the  sighs  and  sympathies  of  all  the  interesting 
persons  who  passed,  as  well  as  to  prompt  their 
curiosity  to  make  audible  remarks  or  inquiries 
respecting  the  possessor. 

o 
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After  our  Readers  have  perused  the  foregoing 
edifying  description  of  the  Reverend  Gentleman,  we 
think  they  will  agree  Avith  us  in  thinking  that  it  was 
a  great  pity  he  did  not  answer  the  following  Adver- 
tisement, which  graced  the  pages  of  "  The  Montldy 
Mirror''''  some  years  ago  : — 

"  Wanted,  for  a  newly-erected  Chapel,  Hear 
Grosvenor  Square,  a  gentleman  of  elegant  manners, 
and  insinuating  address,  to  conduct  the  theological 
department  to  a  refined  audience.  It  is  not  neces- 
sary that  he  believe  in  the  Thirty-nine  Articles ;  but 
it  is  expected  that  he  should  possess  a  white  hand 
and  a  diamond  ring ;  he  will  be  expected  to  leave 
out  vulgar  ideas,  and  denvuiciations  against  polite 
vices  which  he  may  meet  with  in-  the  Bible ;  and, 
upon  no  account,  be  guilty  of  wounding  the  ears  of 

his  auditory  with  the  words  h — 11,  or  d n. 

One  who  lisps,  is  near-sighted,  and  who  has  a  due 
regard  for  amiable  weaknesses,  will  be  preferred. 

"  N.  B. — If  he  is  of  pleasing  and  accommodating 
manners,  he  will  have  a  chance  of  being  introduced 
to  the  first  company,  and  three  card  parties  every 
Sunday  evening.  One  who  knows  a  few  college 
jokes,  or  who  has  been  Chaplain  to  the  Whip  Club, 
will  be  preferred.  He  will  have  no  occasion  to 
administer  Baptism,  &c.  &c.  there  being  an  old 
gentleman  employed,  who,  on  account  of  extreme 
distress,  has  agreed,  for  ten  pounds  per  annum, 
to  preach  in  the  afternoon,  and  do  all  the  under  work. 
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*'  Letters  must  be  addressed  to  James  Speculate, 
Es({.  Surveyor's  Oflicc,  New  Square,  Mary-le- 
Bone." 


NOVEMBER. 

Znd—lS^5. 

On  this  night  a  circumstance  occurred  at  a  gen- 
tleman's house  in  Northampton-square,  which  we 
must  leave  to  the  solution  of  the  learned  Professors 
of  the  New  London  University,  for  we  fear  it  is  too 
puzzling  for  the  sages  of  Oxford  or  Cambridge. 

For  some  weeks  previously  a  panic  had  been 
spreading  through*  the  family.  Noises  were  heard 
at  the  very  "  witching  time  of  night" — doors 
opened  and  closed — light,  gliding  footsteps  faintly 
echoed  on  the  stairs.  It  could  not  be  robbers,  for 
tlie  gentlemen  of  tliat  profession  seldom  depart 
empty-handed.  Could  it  be  a  ghost  ?  The  notion 
is  rather  obsolete.  The  house  was  not  old  enough 
for  a  disembodied  spirit  to  lay  a  legitimate  claim  to 
its  occupation.  No  love-lorn  maid-qf-all-iiork  had 
hanged  herself  in  her  garters  on  the  premises,  nor 
had  any  portly  butler  rivalled  Werter  in  the  fatal 
excesses  of  his  sensibility.  Still  the  belief  made  its 
way  in  the  family.  Jenny,  the  housemaid,  v,\\o 
slept  in  the  front  attic,  and  James,  the  footman, 
who  was  placed  (at  a  cautious  distance  from  the 
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females)  on  the  ground  floor,  were  the  first  to  adopt 
this  creed.  They  soon  converted  CaroUne,  the 
nursery  maid,  who  impressed  it  as  an  article  of 
faith  on  the  minds  of  little  Master  Philip  and  Miss 
Emmelina.  Mamma  heard  their  infantine  tales  till 
they  made  her  half  a  believer ;  in  short,  there  was 
no  determined  sceptic  left  in  the  Avhole  house  but 
the  gentleman  to  whom  it  belonged. 

Communicating  his  intentions  to  no  one  but  his 
lady,  (though  we  will  not  aver  that  she  may  have 
dropped  a  hint  or  two  to  Caroline  or  Jane,)  he  two 
nights  successively  sat  watching,  in  a  room  on  the 
first  landing-place,  for  the  Ghost,  resolved  to 

"  Speak  to  it,  though  Hell  itself  should  gape !" 
The  perturbed  spirit,  however,  oh  these  occasions, 
was  provokingly  quiet ;  and  the  Gentleman,  soon 
tired  of  GJiost-icatclimg,  gave  up  the  hope  of  pene- 
trating the  mystery.  Some  nights  now  passed  on, 
and  all  still  remained  quiet,  when  accident  pro- 
duced a  solution  of  the  enigma.  One  night  Mr. 
,  being  troubled  (like  I  ago)  with  a  "  raging 
tooth,"  lay  tossing  on  his  sleepless  bed,  when  sud- 
denly a  footstep  met  his  ear ;  he  overcame  the  sense 
of  pain,  stole  gently  from  his  bed,  cautiously  opened 
die  door,  and  straining  his  eyesight  down  the  stair- 
case, beheld,  by  the  faint  glimpses  of  the  moon,  a 
figure  all  in  white,  gliding  softly  toward  the  lower 
part  of  the  house.  He  scarcely  knew  what  to  think 
of  this  apparition.     The  hour,  the  darkness,   the 
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white  figure,  faintly   seen,  and  scarcely   heard  to 
move,  at  first 

"  Made  his  seated  heart  knock  at  his  ribs.'" 
But  he  summoned  up  resolution ;  and  as  nothing  is 
so  offensive  to  a  ^enu'me  Ghost  as  candlelight,  he  ap- 
plied the  matcii  to  his  phosphorus  box,  ht  his  taper, 
and  pursued  the  path  the  apparition  had  taken. 
It  had  vanished.  When  he  reached  the  ground 
floor,  nothing  was  to  be  seen.  All  the  doors  were 
shut,  and  there  was  no  way  that  the  spirit  could 

have  passed,  but  through  one  of  them.     Mr. 

tried  the  doors  ;  they  were  all  fast  until  he  came  to 
that  of  James's  room,  which,  on  his  pushing  it,  gave 
way,  and  discovered  the  fair  Jane  in  that  dress  in 
which  Tam  O'Shanter  saw  the  young  witch  of 
Alloa. 

]\Ir. loudly  began  to  reprimand  both  Jenny 

and  James,  when  the  former,  with  great  expression 
of  surprise,  exclaimed — "  Dear  me  !  Where  am  I  ? 
How  could  I  get  here  ?  I  must  have  been  xcalking 
in  my  sleep  .'" 

5th—lG0o. 

GUNPOWDER    PLOT. 

HoxE,  in  that  admirable  publication,  "  The 
Every-Day  Book,"  says — 

"  On  the  fifth  of  November,  a  year  or  two  ago,  an 
outrageous  sparkle  of  humour  broke  forth.  A  poor 
hard-working  man,  while  at  breakfast  in  his  garret, 
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was  enticed  from  it  by  a  message,  that  some  one  who- 
knew  him  wished  to  speak  to  him  at  the  street  door, 
When  he  got  there  he  was  sliaken  hands  witli,  and 
invited    to  a  chair.     He  had  scarcely  said    '  nay' 
before  '  the  ayes  had  him,'  and  clapping  him  in  the 
vacant  seat,  tied  him  there.     They  then  painted  liis 
face  to  their  liking,  put  a  wig  and  paper  cap  on  his 
head,  fastened  a  dark  lantern  in  one  of  his  hands, 
and  a  bundle  of  matches  in  the  other,  and  carried 
him   about  all   day,  with  shouts  of  laughter  and 
liuzzas,  begging  for  their  '  Guy.'     When  he  was 
released  at  night  he  went  home,  and  having  slept 
upon  his  wrongs,  he  carried  them  the  next  morning 
to  a  police  office,  whitlier  his  offenders  were  pre- 
sently brought  by  warrant,  before  the  magistrates, 
who  ordered  them  to  find  bail  or  stand  committed ; 
these    '  ministering   spirits'    of  the  Law    deeming 
it  illegal  to  S77iug'  a  man  for  '  a  Guy.' " 

lith. 

Michaelmas  Term  begins  : — and  as  our  Volume 
is  certain  of  being  perused  by  many  of  the  blue 
bag"  gentry,  for  their  especial  edification  we  reprint 
the  following  useful  advice  : — 

You  are  to  consider  yourself  as  one  of  the  limbs 
of  that  noble  profession,  the  head  of  which  takes 
precedence  of  all  the  lay  Peers  in  England,  and 
whose  Members  have  swelled  the  llic;ht  Honour- 
ables  of  the  Court  Calendar  more  than  the  Navy^ 
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Army,  and  the  Church  put  together.  You  ought 
therefore  to  imacrine  yourself  a  man  of  some  conse- 
quence,  especially  tluring  Term-time,  and  are 
entitled  to  act  accordingly. 

For  this  purpose  you  must  affect  to  be  very 
familiar  Nvith  the  names  of  the  leading  Counsel, 
and  should  quote  your  friends,  Erskine,  Mingay, 
and  Scott,  upon  all  occasions.  As  you  have  then 
but  a  step  between  you  and  the  Bench,  after 
the  second  pint,  I  see  no  good  reason  (as  I  am 
sure  that  you  are  equally  well  acquainted  with 
them)  why  you  may  not  make  free  with  your 
old  friends,  Kenyon  and  Loughborough.  A  smutty 
story  told  you  on  the  Circuit  by  W — s,  or  a  little 
anecdote  about  Lord  Thurlow,  if  accompanied 
with  a  few  oaths,  a  dark  complexion,  and  a 
protrusion  of  the  eyebrows,  will  give  you  some 
consequence  at  a  Sunday  ordinary. 

If  your  IVIaster — I  beg  your  pardon,  your 
Employer — be  of  a  lazy  disposition,  you  also 
may  indulge  yourself  of  a  morning  :  no  gentleman 
should  be  in  office  before  ten  o'clock,  more  espe- 
cially if  the  fumes  of  his  last  overtaker  of  Burton 
Ale  have  not  evaporated,  or  if  he  has  fatigued 
himself  during  the  preceding  evening  by  his  legal 
exertion  in  mimicking  any  of  the  twelve  Judges. 

In  the  moments  of  relaxation,  more  especially 
during  the  long  vacation,  you  will  fmd  a  constant 
source  of  amusement  in  making  love  to  the  daugh- 
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ter  of  the  Attorney  with  wliom  you  hve.  As  a 
symbol  of  your  constancy,  you  may  write  the  first 
letter  on  parchment  in  a  strong  engrossing  hand. 
If  she  has  been  much  used  to  her  father's  clerks, 
you  may  indulge  in  the  Saxon  character,  or  black 
letter,  as  you  need  not  then  be  in  any  fear  of 
a  discovery  from  the  mother  or  servants — or  per- 
haps, (good  man  !)  even  from  the  father  himself. 

An  intrigue  of  this  kind  Avill  answer  two  pur- 
poses ;  for,  first,  it  will  divert  your  mind  after 
the  fatigues  of  business ;  and,  secondly,  it  will 
moisten  your  lips  after  the  dry  study  of  the  law,  as 
you  will  be  always  certain  of  a  cup  of  tea,  when 
Mamma  happens  to  be  engaged  at  Mrs.  Latitat's 
rout,  and  Papa  is  drinking  his  crank  at  Nando's 
with  an  officer  of — the  four  counties. 

If  you  have  been  but  a  short  time  in  the  business, 
perhaps  your  own  heart,  or,  more  likely,  a  friend 
from  the  country,  may  reproach  you  with  baseness 
and  ingratitude ;  in  such  a  case,  be  sure  to  affirm 
with  boldness — for  without  boldness,  and  even 
brass,  what  figure  can  you  make  in  the  profession  } 
— that  Attornies"'  Clerks  have  a  right  to  court 
Attornies'  Daugliters,  by  immemorial  custom  ;  and 
then  jocularly  add,  that  you  have  not  only  prece»- 
dent,  but  even  law  on  your  side;  for  Jacob  and 
Lord  Coke  both  assert,  "  that  custom  is  the  soul  of 
the  common  law." 

There   is   one  lucrative  part  of  your  business^ 
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which  I  would  specially  recommend  to  you.  If 
you  come  from  Norfolk,  or  indeed  any  of  the  game 
counties,  you  must  undoubtedly  know  what  a  setter 
is.  Be  sure,  when  you  have  got  a  writ  to  execute 
for  a  generous  plaintiff,  to  make  yourself  acquainted 
with  tlie  person  of  the  defendant,  the  coffee-house 
he  frequents,  the  residence  of  his  mistress,  &o.  so 
that  by  means  of  this  intelligence  you  will  be  able  to 
point  with  such  staunchness  to  an  ignorant  or  shame- 
faced bailiff  (if  ever,  in  the  course  of  a  long  practice, 
you  should  meet  with  such  a  phenomenon),  that  he 
may  be  able  to  spring  the  forlorn  partridge  at  a 
moment's  notice,  and  hagXnva  till  the  next  Insolvent 
Act. 

If,  during  the  sittings  at  Westminster,  you 
should  happen,  either  by  the  absence  or  indis- 
position of  your  principal,  to  be  intrusted,  like 
Judas,  with  the  hag  (indeed,  some  of  the  commen- 
tators have  affirmed  that  his,  like  the  lawyers',  was 
of  the  blue  damask),  in  such  a  case,  you  will  have 
no  merit,  unless  you  exactly  resemble  your  great 
prototype.  I  would  therefore  advise  you  to  look 
over  the  paper  of  causes,  and  about  the  middle  of 
the  one  immediately  preceding  yours,  to  hop  off 
with  some  other  fellow-lalxjurer  in  the  vineyard,  to 
the  Exchequer  coffee-house,  and  there,  over  a  beef- 
steak and  a  bowl  of  punch,  wish  better  success  to 
your  Client  next  term — at  his  own  expense.  You 
can  never  be  in  want  of  a  good  excuse  for  your 

o5 
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conduct ;  the  Counsel  were  not  prepared — the  Wit- 
nesses were  not  in  the  way — and,  if  you  are  hard 
pushed,  you  may  swear  that  the  Judge  was  in  an  ill 
humour,  and  that  you  chose  rather  to  be  nonsuited, 
than  lose  your  cause  irretrievably. 

If  the  Client  is  rich,  you  may  tip  your  employer 
the  wink,  and  he  will  back  you  with  a  thousand 
cases  in  point,  as  he  cannot  in  conscience  be  angry 
with  your  nursing  a.  fat  cause  for  six  months  longer, 
which,  had  not  your  prudence  interfered,  the  Lord 
Chief  Justice  might  have  weaned  immediately. 

After  having  acquired  the  learning  —  which 
some  silly  people  define  to  be  the  quirlcs  and 
quibbles  of  your  trade — you  will  undoubtedly  have 
some  thoughts  of  setting  up  for  yourself ;  as  it  will 
therefore  be  necessary  to  frequent  good  company,  on 
the  score  of  practice,  I  would  advise  you  to  dine 
at  the  Go,  drink  ale  and  smoke  at  the  Blue  Roarer, 
sup  at  the  Glue,  and  take  your  morning  coffee  at  the 
Fhiish, 

19/^— 179^. 

The  following  convivial  Will  of  Samuel  Purle- 
went,  late  of  Lincoln's  Inn,  in  the  county  of  Mid- 
dlesex, Esq.  was  this  day  proved : — 

"  It  is  my  express  will  and  desire  that  I  may 
be  buried  at  Western,  in  the  County  of  Somerset, 
if  I  die  there,  if  not,  to  be  carried  down  there,  (but 
not  in  a  hearse,)  nor  will  I   have  any  parade  or 
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coach  to  attend  upon  me,  but  let  me  be  carried 
in  any  vehicle,  with  all  the  expedition  possible,  to 
liath,  so  as  the  same  does  not  exceed  the  sum  of 
25/.  and  when  1  arrive  there,  I  direct  six  poor 
people  of  Western  do  support  my  coi-pse  to  the 
^ravc,  and  that  six  poor  women  and  six  poor  men  of 
Western  do  attend  me  to  the  grave,  and  that  I  may 
l)e  buried  at  twelve  at  noon,  and  each  of  them  to 
have  half-a-guinea  ;  and  I  hereby  order  and  direct, 
that  a  good  boiled  ham,  a  dozen  fowls,  a  sirloin 
of  beef,  with  plum-puddings,  may  be  prorided 
at  "  The  Crown,"  in  Western,  for  the  said  eighteen 
poor  people,  besides  the  clerk  and  sexton.  And  I 
allow  five  guineas  for  the  same ;  and  I  re(juest  and 
hope  they  will  be  as  merry  and  cheerful  as  possible, 
for  I  conceive  it  a  mere  farce  to  put  on  the  grimace 
of  weeping,  crying,  and  snivelling,  and  the  like, 
which  can  answer  no  good  end,  either  to  the  living, 
or  dead,    and    which    I    reprobate   in  the   highest 

terms. Codicil :   I  desire  that  after  I  am  buried, 

there  be  a  colli  collation  provided  at  the  public- 
house,  a  sirloin  of  beef,  potatoes,  and  a  fillet  of 
veal,  with  plenty  of  good  ale,  where  I  hope  they 
Avill  refresh  themselves  with  decency  and  propriety. 
No  friends  or  relatives  whatever  to  alluiil  mv 
funeral." 

In  a  periodical  Work,  published  this  ^Month,  in 
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the  reign  of  Queen  Anne,  is  the  following  Adver, 
tisement : — 

"  A  gentlewoman,  who  has  a  great  aversion  to 
talking,  wants  a  maid  Avho  can  he  silent,  and 
help  her  in  the  government  of  her  family.  If  the 
said  servant  can  clear-starch,  ichisper,  and  tread 
softly,  she  shall  have  suitable  encouragement  in 
her  wages." 

In  this  month,  in  1797,  IMrs.  Crawford  performed 
for  the  last  time,  at  Covent-Garden  Theatre. 

This  lady's  husband,  soon  after  their  marriage, 
in  virtue  of  his  conjugal  office,  became  also  acting 
proprietor  and  manager,  not  only  of  the  Lady,  but 
of  the  Theatre,  which  last  did  nrtt  thrive  under 
his  auspices.  His  civil  list  was  constantly  in  arrear ; 
his  ministers,  from  the  first-rates  down  to  the  scene- 
shifters,  murmured  for  lack  of  salaries ;  his  pur*- 
veyors  out  of  doors  relinquished  their  contracts  and 
withheld  supplies.  Retrenchment  became  the  order 
of  the  day,  and  pervaded  all  departments ;  and,  to 
mend  matters,  he  struck  out  a  system  of  wcono- 
miclcs,  in  the  banquetting  scenes,  never  before 
heard  of  in  the  annals  of  mock-festivity.  The 
stage-suppers  were ,  supplied,  not  by  the  cook  and 
wine-merchant,  but  the  property-man  ;  the  viands. 
were  composed  of  timber  and  pastehourdy  painted  in 
diaracter ;    and  small  beer   and    tinctured  water 
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substituted  the  cheering  juice  of  the  grape.  The 
musicians  deserted  the  orchestra  :  and,  in  short,  the 
whole  system  of  food  and  payment  were  raj)idly 
hastening-  to  a  state  of  as  "  unreal  mockery'^  as  any 
of  the  fables  of  the  tragic  Muse. 

In  this  state  of  things  an  Opera  was  announced ; 
the  entertainments  to  conclutle  with  the  Farce  of 
"  High  Life  heloxc  Sta'trs.'^  The  harmonies  of  the 
first  were  entirely  vocal,  for  the  fiddlers  and  other 
minstrels  refused  to  be  instrumental  to  the  enter- 
tainment of  the  nigiit.  In  the  Jar ce,  the  supper 
scene  was  supplied  from  the  pantry  of  \.he  property- 
man  ;  and  all  the  wines  of  Philip  the  butler,  "  from 
humble  Port  to  imperial  Tokay,"  were  drawn  fi-om, 
the  pump  or  the  beer-cask.  My  Lord  Duke  com- 
plained to  Sir  Harry,  that  the  champagne  and 
burgundy  tasted  confoundedly  strong  of  the  xoater  ; 
and  the  Baronet,  in  turn,  deplored  the  hardness  of 
the  wooden  pheasants.,  and  the  toughness  of  the 
pasteboard  pies.  In  the  mock  minuet,  between  Sir 
Harry  and  jVIrs.  Kitty,  the  Baronet  observed,  "  this 
was  the  first  time  he  had  the  honour  of  dancing  at 
a  ball  without  music  ;  but  he  would  sinjj  the  air." 

The  gods  in  the  upper  gallery  took  the  hint,  and 
called  out  to  the  stage  company  to  retreat  a  little, 
and  they  would  supply  the  nuisic  This  wag  done, 
and  in  a  minute  was  commenced  a  concert,  xeoful 
and  detrimental,  to  the  great  terror  of  the  audience^ 
and  the  discomfiture  of  the  manager ;  for  such  a 
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thunder-storm  of  benches,  bottles,  chandeliers,  and 
other  missiles,  covered  the  stage,  that  the  remainder 
of  the  afterpiece  was  adjourned  shie  die,  and  the 
Theatre  closed  for  several  weeks. 

About  this  month  London  is  "  gayest  of  the 
gay,"  with  fashion  and  amusement.  Tlie  following 
whimsical  detail  of  the  struggles  of  The  Giblet 
Family  after  sftjle,  and  their  ineffective  eiforti 
to  reach  the  enviable  sphere  from  which  they  were 
unhappily  excluded,  must,  we  think,  divert  every 
Reader : — 

"  I  recollect,"  (says  the  narrator,)  "  old  Giblet 
when  I  was  a  boy,  and  he  was  the  most  surly  cur- 
mudgeon I  ever  kncAv.  He  was  a  perfect  scarecrow 
to  the  small-fry  of  the  day,  and  inherited  the  hatred 
of  all  these  unlucky  httle  shavers ;  for  never  co\ild 
we  assemble  about  his  door  of  an  evening  to  play, 
and  make  a  little  hubbub,  but  out  he  sallied  from 
his  nest  like  a  spider,  flourished  his  formidable 
horsewhip,  and  dispersed  the  whole  crew  in  the 
twinkling  of  a  lamp.  I  perfectly  remember  a  bill 
he  sent  in  to  my  father  for  a  pane  of  glass  I 
had  accidentally  broken,  which  came  well  nigh  get- 
ting me  a  sound  flogging ;  and  I  remember,  as  per- 
fectly, that  the  next  night  I  revenged  myself  by 
breaking  half-a-dozen.  Giblet  was  as  arrant  a 
grub-worm  as  ever  crawled ;  and  the  only  rules 
of  right  and  wrong  lie  cared  a  button   for,   were 
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the  rules  of  multiplication  and  addition,  which  he 
practised  much  more  successfully  than  he  did  anj 
of  the  rules  of  religion  or  morality.  He  used  to 
declare  they  were  the  true  golden  rules:  and  he 
took  special  care  to  put  Cocker's  Arithmetic  in  the 
liands  of  his  children,  before  they  had  read  ten 
pages  in  the  Bible  or  Prayer-book.  The  practice 
of  these  favourite  maxims  was  at  length  crowned 
with  the  harvest  of  success ;  and  after  a  life  of 
incessant  self-denial,  and  starvation,  and  after  en- 
during all  the  pounds,  shillings,  and  pence  miseriei 
of  a  miser,  he  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeinc  himself 
worth  aplum,  andof  dying  just  as  he  had  determined 
to  enjoy  the  remainder  of  his  days  in  contemplating 
his  great  wealth  and  accumulating  mortgages. 

"  His  children  inherited  his  money  ;  but  they 
buried  the  disposition,  and  every  other  memoriai 
of  their  father,  in  his  grave.  Fired  with  a  nobis 
thirst  for  st//Ie,  they  instantly  emerged  from  th*^ 
retired  lane  in  which  themselves  and  their  accom- 
plishments had  hitherto  been  buried ;  and  they 
blazed,  and  they  whizzed,  and  they  cracKxd  about 
town,  like  a  nest  of  squibs  and  devils  in  a  firework. 

"  Having  once  started.  The  Giblets  were  deter- 
mined that  nothing  should  stop  them  in  their  career, 
until  they  had  run  their  full  course  and  arrived 
at  the  very  tip-top  of  stijh  Every  tailor,  every 
shoemaker,  every  coachmakcr,  every  milliner,  every 
mantua-maker,    every  paper-hangei-,    every   piano- 
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teacher,  and  every  dancing-master  in  the  city,  were 
enlisted  in  their  service ;  and  the  wiUing  wights 
most  courteously  answered  their  call,  and  fell  to 
work  to  build  up  the  fame  of  The  Giblets,  as  they 
had  done  that  of  many  an  aspiring  family  before 
them.  In  a  little  time  the  young  ladies  could 
dance  the  waltz,  thunder  Lodoiska,  murder  French, 
kill  time,  and  commit  violence  on  the  face  of  nature 
in  a  landscape  in  water-colours,  equal  to  the  best 
lady  in  the  land-.?  and  the  young  gentlemen  were 
seen  lounging  at  corners  of  streets,  and  driving 
tandem ;  heard  talking  loud  at  the  theatre,  and 
laughing  in  church,  with  as  much  ease  and  grace, 
and  modesty,  as  if  they  had  been  gentlemen  all 
the  days  of  their  lives. 

"  And  The  Giblets '  arrayed  themselves  in  scarlet, 
and  in  fine  linen,  and  seated  themselves  in  hi<rh 
places ;'  but  nobody  noticed  them  except  to  honour 
them  with  a  little  contempt.  The  Giblets  made 
a  prodigious  sjjlash,  in  their  own  opinion  ;  but  no- 
body extolled  them  except  the  tailors  and  the  mil- 
liners, who  had  been  employed  in  manufacturing 
their  paraphernalia.  The  Giblets  thereupon  being, 
like  Caleb  Quolcm,  determined  to  have  "  a  place 
at  the  review,""  fell  to  work  more  fiercely  than  ever : 
they  gave  dinners,  and  they  gave  balls ;  they  hired 
cooks,  they  hired  confectioners,  and  they  would  have 
kept  a  Newspaper  in  pay,  had  they  not  been  all 
bought  up  at  that  time  for  tlie  Election.     They  in- 
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vited  the  dancing  men,  and  ihc  dancing  women,  and 
the  gormanch/.ers,  and  the  epicures  of  the  city,  to 
come  and  make  mcFry  at  their  expense;  and  the 
dancing  men,  and  the  dancing  women,  and  the 
epicures,  and  the  gormandizers,  did  come ;  and 
they  did  make  merry  at  their  expense ;  and  they 
eat,  and  they  drank,  and  they  capered,  and  tliey 
danced,  and  they  laughed  at  their  entertainers. 

"  Then  commenced  the  hiu'ry  and  the  bustle, 
and  the  mighty  nothingness  of  fashionable  life ; — 
such  rattlino:  in  coaches !  sach  flauntins  in  the 
streets  !  such  slamming  of  box-doors  at  the  theatre  ! 
sucii  a  tempest  of  bustle  and  unmeaning  noise 
wherever  they  appearod  !  The  Giblets  were  seen 
here  and  there  atnd  every  where; — they  visited 
every  body  they  knew,  and  every  body  they  did 
not  know  :  and  there  was  no  getting  along  for  The 
Giblets.  Their  plan  at  length  succeeded.  By  dint 
of  dinners,  of  feeding  and  frolicking  the  town,  The 
Giblet  Family  worked  themselves  into  notice,  and 
enjoyed  the  ineffable  pleasure  of  being  for  ever 
pestered  by  visitors,  who  cared  nothing  about  them  ; 
of  being  sqxieet^ed,  and  smothered,  and  parboiled 
at  nightly  balls  and  evening  tea-parties ;  they  were 
allowed  the  privilege  of  forgetting  the  very  few  old 
friends  thev  once  possessed  ;  they  turned  their  noses 
up  in  the  wind  at  every  tiling  that  was  not  genteel ; 
and  their  superb  manners  and  sublime  affectation  at 
length  left  it  no  longer  a  matter  of  doubt  that  The 
Giblets  were  perjccily  iii  the  styled 
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SrcZ— 1818. 
The  Tragedy  of  "Brutus"  performed ■. for  the 
first  time  at  Drury  Lane  Theatre.     The  following 
is  an   extract  from  "  The  Epilogue,"  in  wliich  is 
ludicrously  described 

"  THE    SHE    DAKDY    AND    THE    HE    ONE." 

But  bless  me  !  what  two  nondescripts  together  : 

The  she — a  pile  of  riband,  straw,  and  feather ; 

Her  back  a  pillion,  all  above,  and  on  it — 

A  church  bell  ?  cradle  ?  tower  ?— no,  faith,  a  bonnet. 

Aye,  and  a  woman  in  it — able, 

Ex)use  but  her  tongue,  to  make  that  tower  a  Babel. 

Now  for  the  he — the  fellow  nondescript ; 

Whence  has  that  mockery  of  man  been  ^tript  ?■ 

Have  Ross  or  Buchan  brought  him  to  console 
The  quidnwics — from  the  passage  to  the  Pole ; 

While  on  her  iceberg  howls  some  Greenland  sqiMtVy 
Robb'd  of  her  pretty  monster  'till  next  thaw. 
No,  Paris  has  the  honour — "  Jh  que  oui,''' — 
Viola — the  air,  grace,  shrug,  smell  of  Paris. 
France  gave  his  step  its  trip— his  tongue  its  phrase  : 
His  head  its  peruke— and  his  waist  its  stays. 
The  thing  is  contraband— Let's  crush  the  trade — 
Ladies  insist  on't—alPs  best  home-made. 
All  British— from  your  shoe-tie  or  your  fan, 
Down  to  that  necessary  brute— call 'd  "  man.'* 
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Now  for  the  compound  creature — first  the  wig, 
With  every  frizzle  striving  to  look  big ; 
On  the  rouged  check  the  fresh-dyed  whisker  spread. 
The  thousand  ways  of  dressing  a  calf 's  head  ; 
The  neckcloth  next,  whore  starch  and  whalebone  vie. 
To  make  the  slave  a  walking  ])illory  ; 
The  holsterM  bosom,  ah  !  ye  envying  fair, 
How  little  dream  you  of  the  stuff  that's  there  ! 
What  straps,  ropes,  steel,  the  aching  ribs  compress 
To  make  the  Dandy — "  beautifully  less."" 
Thus  fools,  their  final  stake  of  folly  cast. 
By  instinct  to  strait  waistcoats  come  at  last ; 
Misjudging  Shakspeare — this  escaped  thine  eye — 
For  though  the  brains  arc  out,  the  thing  zcwi't  die  ! 

4tk—\8n. 

The  "  Morning  Post"  of  this  date  gratified  its 
Headers  with  the  following  Advertisement: — 

"  A  Cook  House-maid,  or  House-maid  Cook, 
is  wanted,  for  the  Service  of  a  Single  Gentleman, 
where  only  one  other  (a  IVIan)  servant  is  kept.  Tlie 
acre  of  the  Woman  wanted  must  not  be  less  than 
twenty-five,  nor  more  than  forty  years;  and  it  is 
requisite  that  she  sl.ould  be  equally  excellent  in  the 
two  capacities  of  Cook  and  House-maid.  Her  cha- 
racter must  be  unexceptionable  for  sobriety,  honest}', 
and  cleanliness.  The  sobriety,  however,  which  con- 
sists in  drinking  deep  without  staggering,  will  not  do; 
nor  will  the  honesty  suffiee  which  would  make  up 
for  the   possible   absence   of    pilfering    by   waste. 
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Neither  will  the  cleanliness  answer  which  is  content 
with  bustling  only  before  the  employer's  eyes — 
a  sure  symptom  of  a  slattern.  The  Servant  adver- 
tised for,  must  be  thoroughly  and  truly  cleanly, 
honest,  and  sober.  As  it  is  probable  that  not  a 
drah  out  of  place,  who  reads  this  advertisement,  but 
will  be  for  imposing  herself,  though  perhaps  inca- 
pable of  cooking  a  sprat,  and  about  as  nice  as  a  Hot- 
tentot,— all  such  are  warned  not  to  give  themselves 
useless  trouble.  On  the  other  hand,  a  steady,  clever 
woman,  really  answering  the  above  description, 
will,  by  applying  as  below,  hear  of  a  place  not 
easily  equalled  in  comfort,  where  the  wages  are 
good,  and  constantly  increasing,  and  where  servants 
are  treated  as  fellow-creatures,  and  with  a  kindness 
which,  to  the  discredit  of  their  class,  is  seldom 
merited. — Personal  application  to  be  made,  from 
one  to  three  o'clock,  to  Mr.  Danvers,  Perfumer, 
No.  16,  Craven-street,  Strand." 

13if/i— 1784. 

Dr.  Johnson  died. 

Boswell's  Life  of  the  great  Lexicographer,  so 
proverbial  for  its  verbosity  and  minuteness,  has 
aiForded  mnchjbod  for  satire,  the  best  of  which  is 
entitled 

SPECIMEN    OF    MODERN    BIOGRAPHY. 

A  sheet  oviitted  in  a  voluminons  Life  of  Johnson. 

"  April  the  20th,  I  dined  with  him  at  Sir  J. 
R 's.    I  regret  that  I  have  preserved  but  few 
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minutes  of  Ills  conversation  on  that  day,  thoufrh  he 
was  less  talkative,  and  fuller  of  capriciousness  and 
contradictions,  than  usual,  as  the  following  Dialogue 
may  shew — whilst  at  the  same  time  it  proves,  that 
there  is  no  question  so  entirely  barren  of  matter  or 
argument,  which  could  not  furnish  him  an  occasion 
of  displaying  the  powers  of  his  mighty  mind.     We 
talked  of  public   places  :   and  one  gentleman  spoke 
warmly  in  praise  of  Sadler's  Wells.     Mr.  C — — , 
who  had  been  so  unfortunate  as  to  displease  Dr. 
Johnson,  and  wished  to  reinstate  himself  in  his  good 
opinion,  thought  he  could  not  do  it  more  effectually 
than  by  decrying  such  light  amusements  as  those  of 
tumbling   and  rope-dancing ;    in  particular,  he  as- 
serted, that  "  a  rope-dancer  was,  in  his  opinion,  the 
most     despicable    of     human    beings."       Johnson 
(awfully  rolling  himself  as  he  prepared  to    speak, 
and  bursting  out  into  a  thundering  tone),  '*  Sir,  you 
miglit  as  well  say  that  St.  Paul  was  the  most  despi- 
cable of  human  beinors.     Let  us  beware   how  we 
petulantly  and  ignorantly  traduce  a  character  which 
puts  all  other  characters  to  shame.    Sir,  a  ro]K?-dancer 
concentres  in  himself  all  the  Cardinal  Virtues." 

"  Well  as  I  was  by  this  time  acquainted  Avith  the 
sophistical  talents  of  my  illustrious  friend,  and  often 
as  I  had  listened  to  him  in  wonder,  while  he  "  made 
the  worse  appear  the  better  reason,"  I  could  not  but 
suppose  that,  for  once,  he  had  been  betrayed  by  his 
violence  into  an  assertion  Avhich  he  could  not  sup- 
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port.  Urged  by  my  curiosity,  and  perhaps  rather 
wickedly  desirous  of  leading  him  into  a  contest, 
I  ventured,  leaning  briskly  towards  him  across  my 

friend  the    Duke    of 's  chair,    to  say,   in    a 

sportive,  familiar  manner,  which  he  sometimes  indul- 
gently permitted  me  to  use,  "Indeed,  Dr.  Johnson! 
did  I  hear  you  right !  A  rope-dancer  concentre 
in  himself  all  the  Cardinal  Virtues .''"  The  answer 
was  ready.  Johnson  :  "  Why,  yes,  Sir,  deny  it  who 
dare;  I  say,  in  a  rope-dancer  there  is  temperance, 
and  faith,  and  hope,  and  charity,  and  justice,  and 
prudence,  and  fortitude."  Still  I  was  not  satisfied  ; 
and,  desirous  to  hear  his  proofs  at  full  length, — Bos- 
well,  "  Why,  to  be  sure.  Sir,  fortitude,  I  can  easily 
conceive."'"' — Johnson  (interrupting  me),  "  Sir,  if  you 
cannot  conceive  the  rest,  Sir,  it  is  to  no  purpose  that 
you  conceive  the  seventh.  But  to  those  who  cannot 
comprehend,  it  is  necessary  to  explain.  Why,  then, 
Sir,  we  will  begin  with  temperance. — Sir,  if  the  joys 
of  the  bottle  entice  him  one  inch  beyond  the  line  of 
sobriety,  his  life  or  his  limbs  must  pay  the  forfeit  of 
his  excess.  Then,  Sir,  there  is  faith. — Without 
unsliaken  confidence  in  his  own  powers,  and  full 
a.ssurance  that  the  rope  is  firm,  his  temperance  will 
be  of  but  little  advantage :  the  unsteadiness  of  his 
nerves  would  prove  as  fatal  as  the  intoxication  of 
his  brain.  Next,  Sir,  we  have  hope. — A  dance  so 
dangerous,  who  ever  exhibited,  unless  lured  by  the 
hope  of  fortune  or  of  fame  ?     Charity  next  follows  : 
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and  wliat  instance  of  charity  shall  be  opposed  to 
that  of  him,  who,  in  the  hope  of  administering  to 
the  gratification  of  others,  braves  the  hiss  of  multi- 
tudes, and  derides  tlie  dread  of  death  ?  Then,  Sir, 
what  man  will  withhold  from  the  funambulist  the 
])raise  of  justice,  who  considers  his  inflexible 
uprightness,  and  that  he  holds  his  balance  with  so 
steady  a  hand,  as  never  to  incline,  in  the  minutest 
degree,  to  one  side  or  the  other.  Nor,  in  the 
next  place,  is  his  prudence  more  disputable  than  his 
justice.  He  has  chosen,  indeed,  a  dangerous  accom- 
plishment ;  but,  while  it  is  rcmembrt"ed  that  he  is 
temerarious  in  the  maturity  of  his  art,  let  it  not  be 
forgotten  that  he  was  cautious  in  his  commencement ; 
and  that,  while  he  was  yet  in  the  rudiments  of  rope- 
dancing,  he  might  securely  fail  in  his  footing,  while 
his  instructors  stood  ready  on  either  side  to  prevent 
or  to  alleviate  his  fall.  I^astly,  Sir,  those  w^lio,  from 
dullness  or  from  obstinacy,  shall  refuse  to  the  rope- 
dancer  the  applauses  due  to  temperance,  faith,  hope, 
charity,  justice,  and  prudence,  will  yet  scarcely  be 
so  hardened  in  falsehood  or  in  folly,  as  to  deny  him 
the  laurels  of  fortitude.  He  that  is  content  to 
totter  on  a  cord,  while  his  fcUovz-mortals  tread 
securely  on  the  broad  basis  of  terra-Jirma ; — who 
performs  the  jocund  evolutions  of  tiie  dance  on 
a  superficies,  compared  to  which  the  verge  of  a 
precipice  is  a  stable  station,  may  rightfully  snatch 
the    wreath  from   the  conqueror  and  the  martyr ; 
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may  boast  that  he  exposes  himself  to  hazards,  from 
which  he  might  fly  to  the  cannon's  mouth,  as  a 
refuge  or  a  relaxation  !  Sir,  let  us  now  be  told  no 
more  of  the  infamy  of  the  rope-dancer." — When  he 
had  ended,  I  could  not  help  whispering  Sir  J.  R. — 
Boswell :  "  How  wonderfully  does  our  friend  extri- 
cate himself  out  of  difficulties  !  He  is  like  quick- 
silver: try  to  grasp  liim  in  your  hand,  and  he 
makes  his  escape  between  every  finger."  This 
image  I  afterwards  ventured  to  mention  to  our  great 
Moralist  and  Lexicographer,  saying,  "  May  not  I 
flatter  myself.  Sir,  that  it  was  a  passable  meta- 
phor ?'''' — Johnson :  "  Why,  yes.  Sir." 

lSth—\SU. 

The  following  is  an  extract  of  a  liCtter  from 
Lisbon,  of  the  date  annexed  : — 

"  The  annals  of  hoaxing  will  not,  for  a  long  time, 
receive  a  more  splendid  embellishment  than  iij  the 
record  of  what  passed  here  last  Monday  week. 
It  had  been  quietly,  yet  industriously  announced, 
that  an  English  officer,  for  a  bet  of  five  hundi'cd 
guineas,  was  to  walk  across  the  Tag'us,  at  a  place 
about  five  miles  from  Lisbon.  The  credulitv  was 
so  entire,  that  not  a  doubt  arose  upon  the  subject. 
If  any  one  expressed  astonishment  at  the  boldness 
of  the  attempt,  or  ignorance  of  the  possibility  of  the 
deed,  he  was  referred  to  the  adventurous  character 
of  the  English,  and  shewn,  upon  infallible  principles, 
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that  it  was  quite  easy.  The  morning  came ;  the 
fineness  of  the  day  added  to  the  attraction  ;  Lisbon 
was  emptied.  Boats,  carriages,  horses,  mules, 
asses,  were  all  employed.  Parties  were  expressly 
formed  for  the  day.  The  great  were  equally  in- 
fatuated with  the  small.  The  British  Envoy  and 
his  suite,  Marshal  Beresford  and  his  staft",  General 
Peacock,  Adniiral  Berkeley,  the  members  of  the 
Regency, — in  short,  the  nobility  and  the  populace, 
with  a  common  resolution,  were  present,  to  see  the 
wonder.  They  enjoyed  a  most  delightfvd  suspense 
for  many  hours  ;  and  at  last  turned  towards  Lisbon, 
filled  with  anger,  shame,  and  resentment.  So  com- 
plete a  thing,  I  suppose,  was  never  known  :  the 
quart-bottle  man  could  not  boast  half  so  manv 
illustrious  dupes." 

22niZ— 1777. 

John  Emery,  the  Comedian,  born. 

This  admirable  Actor  was,  at  one  period  of  his 
career,  celebrated  for  his  personification  of  the  incor- 
ruptible, but  tender-hearted  Sentinel,  in  "Pizarro."" 

One  evening,  "  Pizarro"  was  advertised,  and  the 
audience,  having  waited  beyond  the  usual  time  for 
the  curtain  to  rise,  became  impatient ;  when,  at 
length,  an  actor  came  forward,  and  informed  the 
audience,  that  in  consequence  of  the  absence  of  a 
principal  performer,  they  were  obliged  to  request  a 
few   minutes'  longer   indulgence.     The   actor   was 

p 
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scarcely   off  the  stage  when    Mr.    John    Kemble, 
dressed  for  Holla,   walked  on  and  said, — "  Ladies 
and  Gentlemen,  at  the  request  of  the  principal  per- 
formers in  the  play  of  this  evening,  I  am  to  inform 
yon,  that  the  person  alluded  to  is  Mr.  Emery  !" 
The  house  received  this   explanation  without  any 
expression  of  disappointment.      Scarcely  had  Mr. 
Kemble  quitted  the  stage,  when,  dressed  in  a  great 
coat,  dirty  boots,  and  a  face  red  with  haste,  and  wet 
with  perspiration,  on  rushed   the  culprit.     Emery 
staid  some  moments  before  the  audience,  apparently 
much  agitated,  and  at  length   delivered  himself  to 
this  effect : — "  Ladies  and   Gentlemen,  this  is  the 
first  time  I  have  ever  had  occasion  to  appear  before 
you  as  an  apologist.     As  I  have  been  the  sole  cause 
of  the  delay  in  your  entertainment,  allow  me  short- 
ly  to  offer  my  excuse ;   when   I    am   sure  I   shall 
obtain  an  acquittal,  especially  from  the  fair  part  of 
this  brilliant  assemblage.     Ladies,  (for  you  I  most 
particularly  address)  my  wife  !" — and  here  the  poor 
fellow's  feelings  almost  overcame  him — "  my  wife 
was  but  an  hour  since  brought   to  bed,  and  I — " 
thunders   of  applause   interrupted   the    apology — 
"and  I  ran  for  the  doctor." — "  YouVe  said  enough !"" 
exclaimed  a  hundred  tongues.     "  I  could  not  leare 
her,  Ladies,  until  I   knew  she  was  safe." — "  Bravo, 
Emery,  you've  said  enough  !"  was  re-echoed  from 
all  parts  of  the  house.     Emery  was  completely  over- 
{X)wered ;    and,   after    making  another  ineffectual 
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attempt  to  proceed,  retired  ;  having  first  placed  his 
hand  upon  his  heart,  and  bowed  gratefully  to  all 
parts  of  the  house. 

The  play  proceeded  without  interruption,  but  it 
appeared  that  Emery  had  not  forgotten  his  obliga- 
tion to  Kemble ;  for,  in  that  scene  before  the  prison 
in  which  Rolla  tries  to  corrupt  the  Sentinel  by 
money,  the  following  strange  interruption  occurred 
in  the  dialogue : — 

Rolla.  Have  you  a  wife  ? 
Sentinel.  I  have. 
RoUa.  Children? 

Sentinel.  I  had  two  this  morning — I  have  got 
three  now. 

Loud  applause  followed  this  retaliation,  M'hich 
continued  so  long,  that  the  entire  effect  of  the  scene 
was  lost :  and  Mr.  Kemble,  after  waiting  some  time 
in  awkward  confusion,  terminated  it  by  abruptly 
rushing  into  the  prison. 

This  night,  at  Covent  Garden  Theatre,  during 
the  performance  of  "  Barbarossa,"  a  laughable  oc- 
currence tt)ok  place,  when  Achmet  was  performed  by 
the  Young  Roscins,  as  Master  Betty  was  called, 
and  Barharossa  by  Mr.  Hargrave.  Murray,  who 
play»d  Otlmian^  came  abruptly  forward,  at  the  com- 
mencement of  the  fourth  act,  and  thus  addressed 
the  audience : — 
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*'  Ladies  and  Gentlemen, 


"? 


"  I  am  directed  to  infoi-m  you,  that  Mr.  Hargi-ave, 
in  consequence  of  the  disapprobation  expressed  by  a 
part  of  the  audience,  [he  had  been  hissed  by  a  feiv 
■persons^  has  suddenly  withdrawn  himself  fi'om  the 
Theatre,  and  cannot  be  found ;  it  is,  therefore, 
hoped  that  you  will  have  the  goodness  to  allow  Mr. 
Chapman  to  read  the  remainder  of  the  part." 

An  elopement  more  singular  once  tcolc  place  at 
the  Edinburgh  Theatre.  A  fishmonger,  named  Stir- 
ling, who  was  ambitious  of  displaying  his  powers  in 
the  character  of  Hastings^  obtained  leave  from  tlie 
manager  to  gratify  his  vanity.  When  he  had  got 
nearly  half  through  the  part,  amidst  the  din  of  cat- 
calls, hisses,  and  roars  of  laughter,  he  retired,  but  it 
was  supposed  he  would  return  to  finish  the  part 
wliich  he  had  so  ludicrously  represented ;  when,  to 
the  utter  disappointment  of  the  laughter-loving 
critics,  Mr.  Bland,  uncle  of  Mrs.  Jordan,  made  his 
appearance,  and  thus  addressed  the  audience : — 

"  Ladies  and  Gentleivien, 

"  Mr.  Stirling,  a  \Qvy  good  fishmonger^  has  been 
.so  much  mortified  by  your  disapprobation  of  his 
performance  in  Hastings,  that  he  has  not  only  made 
his  escape  suddenly  from  the  Theatre,  but  I  vow  to 
G — d.  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  he  has  taken  away 
with  him  Mr.  Ross's  best  pair  ()f  breeches.'''' 
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23r(/— 1823. 

The  following  droll  invitation  appeared  as  an 
Advertisenicnt  in  the  "  IMorning  Herald"  of  this 
date. 

"  Wanted,  for  the  ensuing  London  Campaign, 
a  Chaperon,  who  will  undertake  the  charge  of  two 
young  ladies,  now  making  their  entree  into  fashion- 
able life ;  she  must  possess  a  constitution  impervious 
to  fatigue  and  heat,  and  be  perfectly  independent  of 
sleep ;  aujciit  at  the  mysteries  of  Whist  and  Cas- 
sino,  and  always  ready  to  undertake  a  round  game, 
with  a  supper  appetite  of  the  most  moderate  descrip- 
tion :  any  personal  charms,  which  might  intei'fere 
by  her  acting  as  a  foil  to  her  charges,  will  be 
deemed  inadmissible ;  and  she  must  be  totally  di- 
vested of  matrimonial  pretensions  on  her  own  ac- 
count, having  sufficient  experience  in  the  hcau 
vi07ide  to  decide  with  promptitude  on  the  eligibility 
of  invitations,  with  an  instinctive  discrimination  of 
Almack  men,  and  eldest  sons.  Address  to  '  Louisa, 
Twopenny  Post  Office,  Great  ]\Iary-le-bone-street. 
— N.  B.  No  Widow  from  Bath  or  Cheltenham  will 
be  treated  T?ith." 

PoKsox,  the  celebrated  Greek  Professor,  born. 

Porson  was  once  travelling  in  a  stage-coach,  when 
a  young  Oxonian,  fresh  from  College,  was  amusing 
the  Ladies  with  a   variety  of  talk  ;   and,   amongst 
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otlier  things,  with  a  quotation,  as  he  said,  from 
Sophocles.  A  Greek  quotation,  and  in  a  coach 
too  !  roused  our  slumbering  Professor  from  a  kind 
of  dog-sleep,  in  a  snug  corr.er  of  the  vehicle. 
Shaking  his  ears  and  rubbing  his  eyes,  "  I  think, 
young  Gentleman,"  said  he,  "  you  favoured  us 
just  now  with  a  quotation  from  Sophocles;  I  did 
not  happen  to  recollect  it  there."  "  Oh,  Sir,"  re- 
plied our  tyro,  "  the  quotation  is  v/ord  for  word 
as  I  have  repeated  it,  and  in  Sophocles  too ;  but 
I  suspect,  Sir,  it  is  some  time  since  you  were  at 
College."  The  Professor  applying  his  hand  to  his 
great  coat,  and  taking  out  a  small  pocket  edition  of 
Sophocles,  coolly  asked  him  if  he  would  be  kind 
enough  to  shew  him  the  passage  in  question  in  that 
little  book.  After  rummaging  the  pages  some  time, 
he  replied,  "  Upon  second  thoughts,  I  now  recol- 
lect, that  the  passage  is  in  Euripides."  "  Then, 
perhaps.  Sir,"  said  the  Professor,  putting  his  hand 
again  into  his  pocket,  and  handing  him  a  similar 
edition  of  Euripides,  "  you  will  be  so  good  as  to 
find  it  for  me  in  that  little  book."  The  young 
Oxonian  returned  again  to  his  task,  but  with  no 
further  success ;  muttering  however  to  himself, 
"  Curse  me  if  ever  I  quote  Greek  again  in  a 
coach."  The  tittering  of  the  Ladies  informed  him 
that  he  had  got  into  a  hobble.  At  last:  "  Bless  me. 
Sir,"  said  he,  "  how  dull  I  am  !  I  recollect  now ; 
yes,  yes,   I    perfectly  remember,  that  the  passage 
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is  in  .Escliylus."  The  inexorable  Professor  re- 
turned again  to  his  inexhaustible  pocket,  and  was 
in  the  act  of  handing  him  an  /Eschylus,  when 
our  astonished  Freshman  vociferated,  "  Stop  the 
coach — hoUoah,  coachman !  let  me  out,  I  say,  in- 
stantly— let  me  out ;  there's  a  fellow  here  has  got 
the  whole  Bodleian  Library  in  his  pocket ;  let  me 
out,  I  say — let  me  out;  he  must  be  a  Person,  or 
the  Devil." 

25fh. 

CHRISTMAS    DAY. 

John  Bull  is  now  at  the  very  height  of  his 
enjoyment.  His  character  has  been  often  sketched, 
but  by  none  has  it  been  drawn  so  admirably  as 
by  Washington  Irving.  Here  it  is,  Reader — 
if  we  have  deceived  thee,  cut  our  company,  and 
fling  the  book  in  thy  Christmas  fire : — 

"  John  Bull,  to  all  appearance,  is  a  plain,  down- 
right, matter-of-fact  feUow,  with  much  less  of 
jxsetry  about  him  than  rich  prose.  There  is  little 
of  romance  in  his  nature,  but  a  vast  deal  of  strong 
■natural  feeling.  He  excels  in  humour,  more  than 
in  wit ;  is  jolly,  rather  than  gay  ;  melancholy,  rather 
than  morose ;  can  easily  be  moved  to  a  sudden  tear, 
or  surprised  into  a  broad  laugh ;  but  he  loathes 
sentiment,  and  has  no  turn  for  light  pleasantry. 
He  is  a  boon  companion,  if  you  allow  him  to  have 
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his  humour,  and  to  talk  about  himself;  and  he  will 
stand  by  a  friend  in  a  quarrel,  with  life  and  purse, 
however  soundly  he  may  be  cudgelled. 

"  In  this  last  respect,  to  tell  the  truth,  he  has  a 
propensity   to  be    somewhat   too  ready.     He  is   a 
busy-minded  personage,  who  thinks  not  merely  for 
himself  and  family,  but  for  all  the  country  round, 
and  is  most  generously  disposed  to  be  every  body"'s 
champion.     He  is  continually  volunteering  his  ser- 
vices to  settle  his  neighbours''  affairs,  and  takes  it 
in  great  dudgeon  if  they  engage  in  any  matter  of 
consequence  without  asking  his  advice ;  though  he 
seldom  engages  in  any  friendly  office  of  the  kind 
without  finishing  by  getting  into  a  squabble  with  all 
parties,  and  then  railing  bitterly  at  their  ingratitude. 
He  unluckily  took  lessons  in  his  youth  in  the  no})le 
science  of  defence,  and  having  accom})lished  himself 
in  the  use  of  his  limbs  and  his  weapons,  and  be- 
come a  perfect  master  at  boxing  and  cudgel-play, 
he  has  had  a  troublesome  life  of  it  ever  since.     He 
cannot  hear  of  a  quarrel  between  the  most  distant 
of  his   neighbours,    but   he   begins,    incontinently, 
to  fumble  with  the  head  of  his  cudgel,  and  consider 
whether  his  interest  or  honour  does  not  require  that 
he  should  meddle  in  their  broils.     Indeed,  he  has 
extended  his  relations  of  pride  and  policy  so  com- 
pletely over  the  whole  country,  that  no  event  can 
take  place,   without  infringing  some  of  his  finely- 
spun  rights  and    dignities.     Couched   in    his   little 
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domain,  wlih  his  filaments  stretching  forth  in  every 
direction,  he  is  hke  some  choleric,  bottle-belUed  old 
spider,  who  has  woven  his  web  over  a  whole  chamber, 
so  that  a  fly  cannot  buzz,  nor  a  breeze  blow,  without 
startling  his  repose,  and  causing  him  to  sally  forth 
wrathfuUy  from  his  den. 

"  He  is  a  little  fond  of  playing  the  magmjico 
abroad ;  of  pulling  out  a  long  purse ;  flinging  his 
money  bravely  about  at  boxing  matches,  horse-races, 
and  cock-fights,  and  carrying  a  high  head  among 
'  gentlemen  cf  the  lancy ;""  but  immediately  after 
one  of  these  fits  of  extravagance,  he  will  be  taken 
with  violent  qualms  of  economy ;  stop  short  at  the 
most  trivial  expenditure ;  talk  desperately  of  being 
ruined,  and  brought  upon  the  parish  ;  and  in  such 
moods,  will  not  pay  the  smallest  tradesman's  bill 
widiout  violent  altercation.  He  is,  indeed,  Uie  most 
])unctual  and  discontented  paymaster  in  the  world  ; 
drawing  his  coin  out  of  his  breeches  pocket  with 
infinite  reluctance ;  paying  to  the  uttermost  furdiing ; 
but  accompanying  every  guinea  with  a  growl, 

"  With  all  his  talk  of  economy,  however,  he  is  a 
bountifid  provider,  and  a  hospitable  housekeeper. 
His  economy  is  of  a  whimsical  kind,  its  chief  object 
being  to  devise  how  he  may  afiljrd  to  be  extra- 
vagant ;  for  he  w  ill  begrudge  himself  a  beef-steak 
and  pint  of  port  one  day,  that  he  may  roast  an  ox 
whole,  broach  a  hogshead  of  ale,  and  treat  all  his 
neigh  bcursj  on  the  next. 

p  5 
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"  His  domestic  establishment  is  enormously  expen- 
sive ;  not  so  much  from  any  great  outward  parade, 
as  from  the  great  consumption  of  solid  beef  and 
pudding,  the  vast  number  of  followers  he  feeds  and 
clothes,  and  his  singular  disposition  to  pay  hugely 
for  small  services.  He  is  a  most  kind  and  indulgent 
master ;  and,  provided  his  servants  humour  his  pecu- 
liarities, flatter  his  vanity  a  little  now  and  then,  and 
do  not  peculate  grossly  on  him  before  his  face,  they 
may  manage  him  to  perfection.  Every  thing  that 
lives  on  him  seems  to  thrive  and  grow  fat  His 
house-servants  are  well  paid,  and  pampered,  and 
have  little  to  do.  His  horses  are  sleek  and  lazy, 
and  prance  slowly  before  his  state-carriage ;  and  his 
house-dogs  sleep  quietly  about  the  door,  and  will 
hardly  bark  at  a  house-breaker. 

"John,  with  all  his  odd  humours  and  obstinate 
prejudices,  is  a  sterling-hearted  old  blade.  He  may 
not  be  so  wonderfully  fine  a  fellow  as  he  thinks  him- 
self, but  he  is  at  least  twice  as  good  as  his  neigh- 
bours represent  hi\n.  His  virtues  are  all  his  own  ; 
all  plain,  homebred,  and  unaffected.  His  very  faults 
smack  of  the  raciness  of  his  good  qualities.  His 
extravagance  savours  of  his  generosity ;  his  quar- 
relsomeness of  his  courage  ;  his  credulity  of  his 
open  faith  ;  his  vanity  of  his  pride  ;  and  his  blunt- 
ness  of  his  sincerity.  They  are  all  the  redundancies 
of  ricli  and  liberal  character.  He  is  like  his  own 
Oak  ;  rough  without,  but  sound  and  solid  within ; 


DECEMBER.  323 

whose  bark  abounds  with  excrescences,  in  proportion 
to  the  growth  and  grandeur  of  the  timber;  and 
whose  branches  make  a  fearful  groaning  and  mur- 
muring in  the  least  storm,  from  their  very  mag- 
nitude and  luxuriance." 

The  macadamized  streets  of  London  are,  at  this 
season,  crammed  with  "  Dinner  Company,''''  driving 
against  each  other  as  rapidly  and  roughly  as  Ambas- 
sadors' Equipages  on  a  Birth-night ;  to  this  circum- 
stance we  are  indebted  for  the  following  jeu 
iTesprit : — 

DINNEU    COMPANY    TO    LET. A    CAED. 

Messrs.  Clack  and  Caterer  respectfully  invite  the 
attention  of  the  dinner-giving  departments  of  the 
INletropolis  to  the  following  candid  statement  of 
facts  : — 

It  happens  in  London,  every  day,  that  gentlemen 
mount  to  sudden  wealth  by  S})anish  bonds,  fluc- 
tuations of  English  stock,  death  of  distant  relations, 
and  what  not.  When  this  event  occurs,  a  carriage 
is  bespoken,  the  ladies  go  to  the  Soho  Bazaar,  the 
father  takes  a  house  in  Baker-street  or  Connaught- 
place,  and  the  sons  get  blackballed  at  all  the  new 
clubs  in  the  environs  of  the  Hay  market.  Yet  still 
something  is  wantinj;.  Like  the  Greek  or  Persian 
King  (Messrs.  Clack  and  Caterer  will  not  be  pre- 
cise as  to  the  nation),  who  pined  to  death  in  the 
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midst  of  plenty,  gentlemen  thus  jumping  into  high 
life,  from  the  abysses  of  Lower  Thames-street  and 
Saint  Mary  Axe,  lament  the  lack  of  good  dinner 
company.  If  they  rely  upon  coffee-house  society, 
their  silver  spoons  are  in  jeopardy ;  and  if  they 
invite  their  own  relations,  they  are  ruined  :  nobody 
will  come  twice  to  such  society.  An  uncle  with  an 
unpowdered  pigtail,  v/ho  prates  of  pepper  and 
pimento  ;  an  aunt  in  a  brown  silk  gown,  m  ho  drinks 
every  body's  health ;  a  son  from  Stockwell,  who  is 
silent  when  he  ought  to  talk, — accompanied  by  a 
wife,  who  talks  when  she  ought  to  be  silent,  compose 
a  species  of  society  which  may  do  very  well  at 
Kensington  or  Camden  Town,  but  which,  Messrs. 
Clack  and  Caterer  confidently  predict,  can  never 
talce  root  west  of  Temple  Bar.  The  consequence 
is,  that  gentlemen  thus  circumstanced,  must  "  cut" 
their  own  relations,  or  nobody  else  will  "  come 
again."  Singers  may  be  hired  at  so  much  a  head  : 
every  body  knows,  to  an  odd  sixpence,  the  price  of 
"  Non  nobis,  Domine,"  "  Hail,  Star  of  Brunswick," 
"  Glorious  Apollo,"  and  "  Scots  wha  hae."  Good 
set  speakers  for  Charity-dinners  may  also  be  ob- 
tained, by  inquiry  at  the  bar  of  the  Tavern. 
These  latter  go  through  the  routine  of  duty  with  a 
vast  deal  of  decorum.  They  call  the  attention  of 
the  Company  in  a  particular  manner  to  the  present 
Charity,  leaving  a  blank  for  its  name.  They  ascribe 
half  of  its  success  to  the  "  worthy  treasurer,"  and 
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the  other  half  to  tlie  "  noble  chairman,"  whose  health 
they  conclude  with  proposing,  with  "  three  times 
three  :"  and  the  accuracy  of  their  ear  enables  them  to 
cry  "  hip,  hip,  hip,""  nine  times,  interlarded  at  the 
third  and  sixth  closi',  with  a  hurrah!  aided  by  a  sharp 
yell,  which  Messrs.  Clack  and  Caterer  have  never 
been  able  to  distinguish  from  the  yelp  of  a  trodden 
lap-dog.  All  this  is  very  well  in  its  way,  and  it  i> 
not  the  wish  of  the  Advertisers  to  disparage  such 
doings.  Far  from  it ;  "  live  and  let  live"  is  their 
maxim.  IMany  gentlemen,  by  practice,  qualify 
themselves  for  public  speakers;  but  good  private 
JJ-'mne?'  Compan?/  is  still  a  desideratum. 

Impressed  with  this  truth,  jNIessrs.  Clack  and 
Caterer,  at  a  considerable  expense,  have  provided, 
at  their  manufactory  in  Leicester  Square,  a  choice 
assortment  of  good  Diners-out,  of  various  prices, 
who,  in  clean  white  waistcoats,  and  at  the  shortest 
notice,  will  attend  to  enliven  any  dull  gentleman's 
dull  dinner-table.  Messrs.  Clack  and  Caterer 
are  possessed  of  three  silver-toned  young  barristers, 
who  have  their  way  to  make  in  Lincoln's  Inn. 
These  gentlemen  respectively  and  anxiously  inquire 
after  the  health  of  any  married  lady's  little  Char- 
lotte;  ask  when  she  last  heard  from  Hastings; 
think  they  never  saw  curtains  better  hung  in  the 
whole  course  of  their  lives;  tenderly  caress  the 
pcKxlle  tliat  occupies  the  hearth-rug ;  and  should 
its  front  teeth  meet  in  their  forefinger,  will,  for  au 
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additional  trifle,  exclaim,  "  Pretty  little  fellow  !  I 
don't  wonder  he's  such  a  favourite.'''  Messrs. 
Clack  and  Caterer  are  also  provided  with  two 
unbeneficed  clergymen,  who  have  guarante 
short  grace,  and  undertake  not  to  eat  of  the  second 
course.  These  gentlemen  tell  a  choice  collection  of 
good  jokes,  with  a  rigid  abstinence  from  Joe  Miller. 
They  have  various  common-places  at  hand,  which 
they  can  throw  in  when  conversation  flags.  The 
one  of  them  remarks  that  London  begins  to  look 
dull  in  September,  and  that  Waterloo-place  is  a 
great  improvement;  and  the  other  observes,  that 
Elliston  has  much  beautified  Drury  Lane,  and  that 
Kean's  voice  is  apt  to  fail  him  in  the  fifth  act.  This 
kind  of  talk  is  not  brilliant,  but  it  wears  well,  and 
never  provokes  animosity. 

Messrs.  Clack  and  Caterer  beg  also  to  acquaint 
the  no])ility  and  gentry,  that  they  have  laid  in 
a  couple  of  quadrillers  and  three  pair  of  parasites ; 
who  take  children  uj)on  their  knees  in  spite  of 
tamarinds  and  Guava  jelly  ;  cut  turbot  into  choice 
paralellograms  ;  pat  plain  children  on  the  head,  and 
assure  their  mamma  that  their  hair  is  not  red,  but 
auburn ;  never  meddle  with  the  two  long-necked 
])ottles  on  the  table ;  address  half  of  their  conversa- 
tion to  the  lady  of  the  house,  and  the  other  half  to 
any  deaf  gentleman  on  their  other  side,  who  tilts  his 
ear  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand.  Should  either  of 
these  personages  be  so  far  forgetful  of  his  duty  as 
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to  contradict  a  County  Member,  introduoe  Agrieui- 
tural  distress,  or  prove  the  cause  of  the  j)resent  low 
prices ;  wonder  what  liappencd  at  Verona,  or  who 
wrote  the  Scotch  novels ;  gentlemen  are  requested 
to  write  "  bore"  upon  his  back  with  a  piece  of 
chalk  (which  the  butler  had  better  be  provided 
with),  and  then  to  return  the  offender  to  the  Adver- 
tisers, when  the  money  will  be  pjiid  back,  deducting 
coach  hire.  Cheap  goods  rarely  turn  out  Avell. 
Soiiie  dinner-giving  gentlemen  have  hired  Diners- 
imt  at  an  inferior  price ;  and  what  was  lately  the 
consequence  at  a  Baronet's  in  Portland  Place  ? — A 
liirmingham  article  of  this  sort  entered  the  drawing 
room  with  a  hackney  straw  adhering  to  one  stocking, 
and  a  pedicular  ladder  ascending  the  other.  He 
drank  twice  of  champagne ;  called  for  beer  ;  had 
never  heard  that  the  Opera  opened  without  Angri- 
sani ;  wondered  why  Miss  Paton  and  Braham  did 
not  sing  together  (forgetting  that  all  Great  Russell- 
street  and  a  part  of  the  Piazza  yawned  between 
them)  ;  spilled  red  wine  on  the  table  cloth,  and  tried 
to  rectify  the  error  by  a  smear  of  salt  and  Madeira  ; 
left  the  fish-cruets  as  bare  as  the  pitchers  of  the 
Belides ;  and  conunitted  various  other  errors, 
which  Messrs.  Clack  and  Caterer  scorn  to  enume- 
rate. All  this  proceeds  from  not  going  to  the  best 
shops,  and  paving  accordingly. 

Messrs.  Clack  and  Caterer  beg  likewise  to  acquaint 
a  liberal  and  candid  public,  that  they  have  an  unex- 
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ceptionable  assortment  of  three-day  visitors,  who  go 
by  the  stage  to  villas  from  Saturday  to  Monday. 
These  out-qf-toxvners  know  all  about  Webb  Hall  and 
the  drill  plough  :  take  a  hand  at  whist ;  never  beat 
their  host  at  billiards ;  have  no  objection  to  go 
to  cliurch  ;  and  are  ready  to  look  at  improvements 
on  being  provided  with  thick  shoes.  If  up  hill,  or 
through  a  copse  of  the  party's  own  planting,  a  small 
additional  sum  will  be  required.  For  further  parti- 
culars, inquire  at  the  warehouse  in  Leicester  Square. 
If  Messrs.  Clack  and  Caterer  give  satisfaction,  it 
is  all  they  require  ;  money  is  no  object.  Letters, 
post-paid,  will  be  duly  attended  to. 

Every  "  Seminary"  and  "  Boarding  School"'*'  now 
turn  out  their  prodigies  of  Pupils,  to  gratify  the 
admiring  gaze  of  parental  fondness. 

It  is  but  rarely  that  these  "  gardens  of  know- 
ledge"" occasion  flights  in  the  region  of  Poesy  ;  an 
Academy  at  Clapham  has,  in  this  instance,  been 
honoured  by  being  the  subject  of  an  Ode,  which, 
as  it  is  exceedingly  ^i^'zmn^,  is  here  introduced. 

ODE    ON    A    DISTANT    PROSPECT    OK    CLAPHAM 
ACADEMY.* 

Ah  me  !  those  old  familiar  bounds  ! 
That  classic  house,  those  classic  grounds, 

•  No  connexion  with  any  other  Ode. 
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My  pensive  thought  recals  ! 
What  tender  urchins  now  confine, 
Wliat  Httle  captives  now  repine, 

Within  yon  irksome  walls  ! 
Ay,  tliat's  the  very  house  !   I  know 
Its  ugly  windows,  ten  a-row  ! 

Its  chimneys  in  the  rear  ! 
And  there's  the  iron  rod  so  high, 
That  drew  the  thmider  from  the  sky 

And  turn'd  our  table-beer  ! 
There  I  was  birch'd  !  there  X  was  bred  ! 
There  like  a  little  Adam  fed 

From  Learning''s  woful  tree  ! 
The  wearv  tasks  I  used  to  con  ! — 
The  hopeless  leaves  I  wept  upon  ! — 

MostJ'ruitless  leaves  to  me  ! — 
The  summoned  class  ! — the  awful  bow  ! — 
I  wonder  who  is  master  now. 

And  wholesome  anguish  sheds  ! 
How  many  ushers  now  employs. 
How  many  maids  to  see  the  boys 

Have  nothing'  in  their  heads  ! 
And  ^Irs.  S  *  *  *  ?— Doth  she  abet 
(Like  Pallas  in  the  parlour)  yet 

Some  favoured  two  or  three. — 
The  little  Crichtons  of  the  hour, 
Her  muffin-medals  that  devour, 

And  swill  her  prize bohea  ? 

Ay,  there's  the  play-ground  !  there's  the  lime. 
Beneath  whose  shade  in  summer's  prime 
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So  wildly  I  have  read  ! — 
Who  sits  there  oiozv^  and  skims  the  cream 
Of  young  Romance,  and  weaves  a  dream 

Of  Love  and  Cottage-bread  ? 
Who  struts  the  Randall  of  the  walk  ? 
Who  models  tiny  heads  in  chalk  ? 

Who  scoops  the  light  canoe  ? 
What  early  genius  buds  apace  ? 
Where's  Poynter  ?  Harris  ?  Bowers  ?  Chase  ? 

Hal  Baylis  ?  blithe  Carew  ? 
Alack  !  they're  gone — a  thousand  ways  ! 
And  some  are  serving  in  "  the  Greys," 

And  some  have  perish'd  young  ! — 
Jack  Harris  weds  his  second  wife ; 
Hal  Baylis  drives  the  wane  of  life  ; 

And  blithe  Carew — is  hung  ! 
Grave  Bowers  teaches  ABC 
To  savages  at  Ov/hyhee ; 

Poor  Chase  is  with  the  worms ! — 
All,  all  are  gone — the  olden  breed  ! — 
New  crops  of  mushroom  boys  succeed, 

"  And  push  us  from  our  Jurms  /" 
Lo!  where  they  scramble  forth,  and  shout. 
And  leap,  and  skip,  and  mob  about, 

At  play  where  we  have  play'd  ! 
Some  hop,  some  run,  (some  fall,)  some  twine 
Their  crony  arms  ;  some  in  the  shine, 
And  some  are  in  the  shade  ! 
•  Lo  there  what  mix\l  conditions  run ! 
The  orphan  lad  ;  the  widow's  son ; 
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And  fortune's  favourM  care — 
The  wealthy  born,  for  whom  she  hath 
Mufadamized  the  future  path — 

The  nabob's  pamperM  heir. 
Some  brightly  starred — some  evil  born, — 
For  honour  some,  and  some  for  scorn,— 

For  fair  or  foul  renown  ! 
Good,  bad,  indifferent, — none  may  lack  ! 
Look,  here's  a  White,  and  there's  a  Black  ! 

And  there's  a  Creole  brown  ! 
Some  laugh  and  sing,  some  mope  and  weep, 
And  wish  their  frugal  sires  would  keep 

Their  only  sons  at  home  ; — 
Some  tease  the  future  tense,  and  plan 
The  full-grown  doings  of  the  man. 

And  pant  for  years  to  come  ! 
A  f(X)lish  wish  !   There's  one  at  hoop  : 
And  four  at  Jives  /  and  five  who  stoop 

The  marble  taw  to  speed  ! 
And  one  that  curvets  in  and  out, 
Reining  his  fellow  Cob  about, — 

Would  I  were  in  his  sieed  / 
Yet  he  would  gladly  halt  and  drop 
That  boyish  harness  off,  to  swop 

With  this  world's  heavy  van — 
To  toil,  to  tug.     O  litde  fool ! 
Whilst  thou  canst  be  a  horse  at  school. 

To  wish  to  be  a  man  ! 
Perchance  thou  deem'st  it  were  a  thini>; 
To  wear  a  cro7cn, — to  be  a  king  ! 
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A  nd  sleep  on  regal  down  ! 
Alas  !  diou  know'st  not  kingly  cares  ; 
Far  happier  is  that  head  that  wears 

That  hat  toitJiout  a  crown  ! 
And  dost  thou  think  that  years  acquire 
New  added  joys  ?  Dost  think  thy  sire 

More  happy  than  his  son  ? 
That  manhood's  mirth  ! — Oli,  go  thy  ways 
To  Drury-lane  when plays^ 

And  see  \\o\v  forced  our  fun  ! 
Thy  taws  are  brave  ! — thy  tops  are  rare  ! — 
Our  to})s  are  spun  with  coils  of  care  ! 

Our  dumps  are  no  delight  ! — 
The  Elgin  marbles  are  but  tame, 
And  'tis  at  best  a  sorry  game 

^oflu  the  muse's  Icite  I 
Our  hearts  are  dough,  our  heels  are  lead, 
Our  topmost  joys  fall  dull  and  dead. 

Like  balls  with  no  rebound  ! 
And  often  with  a  faded  eye 
We  louk  behind,  and  send  a  sigh 

Towards  that  merry  ground  ! 
Then  be  contented.     Thou  hast  got 
The  most  of  heaven  in  thy  young  lot ; 

Tiiere's  sky-blue  in  thy  cup  ! 
Thou'h  find  thy  manhood  all  too  fast — 
Soon  come,  soon  gone  !  and  age  at  last 
A  sorry  brealang-up  '■ 
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Sadler's  Wells, — Where  the  fun-inspiring 
Grijialdi  first  set  London's  tasteful  sons  and 
daughters  on  a  Broad  Grin,  opens  on  this  evening 
with  a  Pantoniine. 

This  quarter  of  the  habitable  globe  seems  selected 
by  the  wandering  sons  of  inirth  for  their  displays, 
as  a  liard  informs  us : — 

There  sits  a  man  near  Sadler's  Wells, 
Whose  limb-excited  peal  of  bells 

Disuse  will  never  moulder  ; 
Each  elbow,  by  a  skilful  twist. 
Rings  one,  one  rings  from  either  wrist, 

And  one  from  either  shoulder. 

Each  foot,  well-mounted,  aids  the  din  ; 
Each  knee,  with  nodding  bell,  chimes  in 

Its  phil-harmonic  clapper. 
One  bell  sends  forth  a  louder  note 
From  that  round  ball  wiiich  tops  the  throat, 

By  bruisers  called  the  n upper. 

Thus,  sightless,  by  the  river  side 
He  tunes  his  lavs,  like  him  who  cried 

"  Descend  from  heaven,  Urania,'' 
But  not  as  poor  :  his  wiser  stave 
Is,  like  the  Laureat's,  mere  God  save 

The  King— not  Rule  Britannia. 
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Though  but  a  single  tune  he  knows, 
His  gains  are  far  exceeding  those 

Of  pass- supported  Homer  : 
He  keeps  the  wolf  outside  the  door, 
And,  doing  that,  to  call  him  poor 

Were,  certes,  a  misnomer. 

The  school-boy  lags  astride  the  rail. 
The  milkman  drops  his  clinking  pail, 

The  serving-maid  her  pitcher. 
The  painter  quits  th'  unwhiten'd  fence 
To  greet  with  tributary  pence 

This  general  bewitcher. 

See  !  where  he  nods  his  pealing  brow, 
Now  strikes  a  fifth,  a  second  now. 

In  regular  confusion  ; 
But,  ere  he  finishes  the  strain, 
Da  capo  goes  his  pate  again, 

The  key-note  of  conclusion. 

Satire,  suspend  your  baseless  wit, 
The  tuneful  tribe  may  sometimes  hit 

On  patrons  bent  on  giving. 
Here's  one,  at  least,  obscurely  bred, 
Who  by  the  labour  of  his  head 

Picks  up  a  decent  living  ! 

In  the  "  Wolverhampton  Chronicle"  of  Decembei* 
1792,  the  following  paragraph  appeared  : — 
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"  One  Briscoe,  the  manager  of  a  small  tlieatrical 
company,  now  in  Staffordshire,  though  stonc-hliml^ 
plays  all  the  heroes  in  his  tragedies,  and  lovers  in 
genteel  comedies  !" 

In  the  December  of  1812,  the  South  of  Ireland 
was  irradiated  with  the  following  "  touch  at  the 
sublime." 

Mr.    Hendeick's  devoir  to  the  gentry  of 
Limerick 
Would  be  elated  to  assign  his  attention  for  the 
instruction  of  eight  or  ten  Pupils,  to  attend  on  their 
houses  each   second  day,   to  teach  the  French  lan- 
guage. Geography  on  the  Principles  of  Astronomy, 
traversing  the  Globe  by  sea  and   land  on  the  rudi- 
ments of  a  right  angle,  with  a  variety  of  pleasing 
Problems,  attached  to  Manners,   Customs,  &c.  of 
different  Countries,  Trade  and  Commerce  ;  Pheno- 
menons  on  Volcanos,  Thunder,   Sound,  Lightning, 
Sec.     Such    as    please    to   continue,    may    advance 
through  a  Course  of  Natural  Philosophy,  and  those 
proficient  in  French  can  be  taught  the  above  in  that 
Lan<Tuao;e. 

N.B.  At  intervals  would  instruct  in  the  Italian 
Language. 

Please  to  enquire  at  Mr.  Barry,  Newtown-Perrj 

J.  Hendrick,  Philomatfios. 

In  a  Jersey  Newspaper   of  December  1821,  ap- 
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peared    the    following   Advertisement,    which    the 
(log-loser  intended  for  good  Enghsh  : — 

"  Lose. — Dere  ave  bin  von  doge,  dat  vil  replay 
to  de  appel  of  '  Outre  f  he  is  betwin  de  couleur  of 
de  vite  and  de  bruin,  dere  is  belif  he  was  delay  by 
some  personne  on  propos,  as  lie  was  vont  by  dc 
cuier  on  IMonday  next  for  to  come  to  de  chasse,  as 
he  kno  vere  was  de  hairs.  Applie  of  de  oner  at  de 
Printure." 

The  following  Extract  from  an  Affidavit  read  in  the 
Court  of  Common  Pleas,  in  Dublin,  in  December, 
1822,  is  alike  illustrative  of  the  manner  in  which 
process  is  executed  in  the  Sister  Isle,  and  of  the  Legal 
precision  with  which  Legal  instruments  are  drawn  : 
"  And  the  Deponent  further  saith,  that  on 
arriving  at  the  house  of  the  said  Defendant,  situate 
in  the  County  of  Galway  aforesaid,  for  the  purpose 
of  personally  serving  him  with  the  said  Writ,  he, 
tlie  said  Deponent,  knocked  three  several  times  at 
the  outer,  commonly  called  the  hall  door,  but  could 
not  obtain  admittance ;  whereupon  this  Deponent  was 
proceeding  to  knock  a  fourth  time,  when  a  man,  to 
this  Deponent  unknown,  holding  in  his  hands  a 
musket  or  blunderbuss  at  this  Deponent,  loaded 
with  balls  or  slugs,  as  this  Deponent  has  since 
heard  and  verily  believes,  appeared  at  one  of  the 
upper  windows  of  the  said  house,  and  presenting 
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the  said  musket  or  blunderbuss  at  this  Deponent, 
threatened,  '  that  if  tlie  said  Deponent  did  not  in- 
stantly retire,  he  would  send  liis  (the  Deponent's) 
soul  to  H — //,'  which  tliis  Deponent  ver'dij  believes 
he  xcould  have  done,  had  not  this  Deponent  precipi- 
tately retired."'"' 

We  have  now  brought  the  Reader  to  the  close  of 
the  Year,  at  which  period  that  amusing  and  tastefu^ 
publication,  "  Time's  Telescope,"'"'  makes  its  ap- 
pearance, and  which  we  heartily  wish  may  last  till  the 
end  of  Time. — A  Personage,  whom  that  facetious 
sprite,  George  Cohnan,  has  lately  had  what  he 
calls  "  a  Reckoning  with,"  and  whicii  we  think  the 
Perusers  of  our  Pages  will  deem  an  appropriate 
morceau  to  bid  them  "  a  long,""  though  we  hope  not 
"  a  last  FarcwelV  with.     Here  it  is: — 

A    RECKONING    WITH    TIME. 

Come  on,  old  Time ! — nay,  that  is  stuff; 
Gaffer !   thou  comest  on  fast  enough  ; 

"\Ving\l  foe  to  featherVl  Cupid  ! 
Rut,  tell  me,  sand-man  !  ere  thy  grains 
Have  multiplied  upon  my  brains, 

So  thick  to  make  me  stupid ; 

Tell  me,  Deatirs  Journeyman  I  but  no  ; 
Hear  thou  my  speech  ; — I  will  not  grow^ 
IrrevVent  while  I  try  it ; 

a 
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For,  though  I  mock  thy  flight,  'tis  said, 
Thy\/brelocJi  fills  me  with  such  dread, 
I — never  foAe  thee  hy  it. 

List,  then,  old — Is, —  Was., — and — To-Be ! 
I'll  state  accounts  'twixt  thee  and  me  : — 

Thou  gavest  me,  first,  the  measles  ; 
With  teething  would'st  have  ta'en  me  off; 
Then,  mad'st  me  with  the  hooping-cough, 

Thinner  tb.an  fifty  weasels. 

Thou  gavest  small-pox,  (the  dragon,  now. 
That  Jenner  combats  on  a  Cow  ;) 

And,  then,  some  seeds  of  knowledge ; 
Grains  of  grammai-,  which  the  flails 
Of  pedants  thrash  u])on  our  tails, 

To  fit  us  for  a  College. 

And,  when  at  Christ  Church,  'twas  thy  sport 
To  rack  my  brains,  with  sloe-juice  jwrt. 

And  lectures  out  (*f  number  : — 
Thieve J're.'ih-man  Folly  ([uaffs,  and  sings. 
While  graduate  Dulness  clogs  thy  wings. 

With  mathematic  lumber. 

Thy  pinions,  next,  (which,  while  they  wave, 
Fan  all  our  bu-th-days  to  the  grave) 

I  think,  ere  it  was  prudent, 
Balloon'd  me,  from  the  schools  to  t(iwn. 
Where  1  was  parachuted  down, 

A  dapper  Temple  student. 
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Then  much  in  Dramas  did  I  look  ; 

Much  shghted  thee,  and  great  Lord  Coke; 

Congreve  beat  Biackstone  hollow ; 
Shakspeare  made  all  the  Statutes  stale, 
And,  in  my  crown,  no  pleas  had  Hale, 

To  supersede  Apollo. 

Ah,  Time  !  those  raging  heats  I  find, 
Were  the  mere  dog-star  of  my  mind  : 

How  cool  is  retrospection  ! 
Youth's  gaudy  summer-solstice  o'er, 
Experience  yields  a  mellow  store ; 

An  Autumn  of  reflection  ! 

Why  did  I  let  the  god  of  song 

Lure  me  from  Law,  to  join  his  throng, — 

Guird  by  some  slight  applauses? 
What's  verse  to  A  when  versut  B  ?  , 

Or  what  "  John  Bull,''''  a  Comedy, 

To  pleading  John  BulCs  Causes  ? 

But,  though  my  childhood  felt  disease, 
Though  ni}'  lank  purse,  unswolFn  by  fees, 

Some  ragged  muse  has  netted, — 
Still,  honest  Chronos  !  'tis  most  true, 
To  thee, — (and,  faith,  to  others  too  !) 

I'm  very  nuich  indebted  : 

For,  Thou  hast  made  me  gaily  tough. 
Inured  me  to  each  day  that's  rough, 
In  hopes  of  calm  to-morrow ; 
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And  when,  old  mo\rer  of  us  all, 
Beneath  thy  sweeping  Scythe  I  fall, 
Some  FEW  dear  friends  will  sorrow. 

TJien,  though  my  idle  prose  or  rhyme, 
Should  half  an  hour  outlive  me, — Time, 

Pray  bid  the  Stone-engravers, 
Where*'er  my  bones  find  Church-yard  room 
Simply  to  chisel  on  my  Tomb, 

"  Titanic  Time  for  all  his  favours  /'" 
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Shackell  (Wm.),  Governor  of  Plymouth  ;  extract  from  his 

Will '        .         .         .         . 

Sheridan's  (R.  B.),  sporting  adventures 

_____ talent  at  raising  money 

adventures  at  Mic.  Kelly's  .saloon 

reply  to  J.  P.  Remble     . 

Siddons(Mrs.),  whimsical  account  of  htr  debut  in  Dublin 
South  (Dr.)  and  his  fellow  Collegian 

^ bis  reply  to  an  ancient  couple 

Slee[)-waiking  in  perfection  .         .         ... 

Stage  Coachman  (The),  glowing  description  of    . 
Stout  Gentleman  (The),  by  Washington  Irving 
Sullivan  (Captain),  his  adventures  with  the  Mermaids 
Theatre  (Dublin),  ludicrous  tumult  at  ... 

Thurlow  (Lord),  and  his  Clerk  .... 

— Macebearer 

, Mr.  Tierney's  Observation  on 

Usher,  the  Clown,  singular  icat  by       ...         . 
Vaux  fJas.  Hardy),  his  adroitness  in  raising  the  wind 

Weddings,  remarkable 11 

Widows,  discon.solate  account  of  a  couple 
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